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Editor’s Introductory Notes 


Note 1: Cover photo taken at Camp Eagle, Vietnam in 1969-70 during Titus’s active-duty 
assignment during the US-Vietnam War. Please note Titus’s dress is not his ‘regulation’ combat 
uniform nor is the item on his shoulder an M16 assault rifle (his usual business partner). This 
‘metaphorical image’ does however accurately reflect Titus’s unique character and evolving self 
while on mission in Vietnam. 


Note 2: 

This work is not fictional or imaginary. The ‘Tales’ (stories) within are real-life adventures of 
Titus during his earthly sojourn. It is more a biographical-sketch of personally selected 
experiences than autobiography, a writing style that accurately reflects Titus’s creativity, 
personality, and individuality. Each tale is presented with associated emotions, actions, and 
outcomes described in colorful and absorbing detail. The contemplative reader will note 
glimmering facets of this most exceptional person dappled throughout his writing. ‘Heart of 
Gold’ nuggets are found within each tale, revealing Titus’s most intimate thoughts, sentiments, 
and passions. 


Note 3: 

The main body of the narrative within was authored Titus. The ‘original’ rough-draft work was 
edited and finalized by the brother of Titus and released for online publication a respectful period 
of time after Titus’ passing. Titus’s earthly sojourn was Feb 1949 - Jun 2016. 

During compilation and editing, the Editor preserved the original work as best as possible to 
allow an unspoiled presentation. Several rough-and-raw deviations in subject (topical) flow may 
be noticed by the reader. Please note these deviations reflect the original work and represent the 
intense stress which Titus was experiencing while composing (revealing) some of this personal 
information. Minor changes were made only to accommodate narrative flow, clarity, spelling, 
and document formatting. Section headings and breaks were added in places to help segment 
major subject areas, geographical locations, and timeframes. 
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Foreword 


By the Editor - 

The various literary works compiled in this book were written by a true American Patriot many 
years after his 1969-1970 combat experience in Vietnam while still suffering the mental, 
emotional, and physical effects of combat-related Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD). 
Additionally, the effects of massive exposure to the dreadful chemical ‘Agent Orange’ widely 
used by US forces on the battlefield significantly added to physical trauma of his body in many 
ways. This particular aspect of Titus’s involvement in Vietnam eventually contributed to his 
death in 2016. 

The Vietnam experience took a young, intelligent, gifted, and compassionate man-of-peace and 
attempted to transform him into a killing-machine in a war that no-one supported other than the 
‘vested interest’ predator-class (business, banking, government pathocrats, globalist deep-state 
shadow govt, and their agents & protectors) who engineered, managed, and perpetuated it for 
over ten years. The man-of-peace trained and ordered to track-down and terminate any ‘foreign 
enemy’ in the jungles of Vietnam never lost his heart and soul. Rather, from the jungles emerged 
a stronger, more conscious, empathetic, and compassionate ‘Being’. The valiant Special Forces 
watrior returned to America amply equipped to become a valiant warrior-of-peace at a time of 
great national turmoil. He was now trained, experienced, highly motivated, and ready to take on 
a different type enemy — the ‘domestic enemies within’ [our real enemy], and to shine his Light 
of love and truth at a dark time in American history. 


Titus spent the rest of his life in courageous effort actively supporting the Peace Movement in 
America as well as trying to recover from his wartime physical and mental trauma. He was never 
one to feel sorry for self and never wanted pity. He spent a large amount of his time and energy 
assisting other Veterans who were experiencing similar injury and sentiments about their military 
experience. He was always there to intercede for others in need (military & non-military). He 
was extremely generous with sharing his time, compassion, possessions, and wisdom. He was 
also a great thinker, poet, writer, and artist. He would have been a most loyal companion of Jesus 
(Yeshua) during his earthly sojourn, and certainly part of the Master’s inner circle. Titus wasn’t a 
saint, but the Master didn’t come to help and guide saints. 


As the Master Sculptor chipped away patiently, methodically, and passionately on his ‘Titus 
Masterpiece’, each personal experience helped sculpt the person he came to ‘Be’. Titus was a 
man of great passion — a key personal trait that helped make him a Great Man. 

The Master Sculptor is similarly at work on each of us as we take our own ‘Hero’s Journey’ 
through life. We must go it alone, we must take what comes our way, and we must prevail to the 
end. Individual experiences along life’s pathway will be different for each person, but the same 
essential lessons must be learned by all. Each lesson is handcrafted by the Master to shape, mold, 
and evolve our character toward our positive Higher-Self. Pursuing and attaining the Higher-Self 
for our own good, for the good of Humanity, and for the good of the Universe is the Master’s 
plan for each of us. 
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Each life is ‘Destiny Unfolding’. Real-life experiences provide the positive and negative forces 
which exercise and sculpt ones essential character, thereby determining individual Destiny. 
Many life experiences are just that, events and circumstances over which one has little control. 
However, how we deal with our experiences, what we learn from our experiences, if and how we 
appropriate what we learn from our experiences is in each of our hands, and is what really 
matters in our evolution to become a better person. Titus was a master of positively appropriating 
what he learned through his life experiences. Supporting and encouraging others through their 
challenging times was one of Titus’s most exceptional characteristics. Other virtues such as 
benevolence, charity, generosity, sacrifice (time & effort), compassion, sympathy, empathy, 
understanding, acceptance, forgiveness, and sincerity were experienced by all. Gifting-others 
was a particular benevolence that Titus excelled in. Becoming a better person throughout his life 
was never in question by any who really knew him. 


Titus’s work on writing his “Tales’ was never actually finished or brought to conclusion for two 
significant reasons (in my personal opinion). One was the effects of his deteriorating physical 
health and the other was the ever-increasing emotional effects from the loss of his beloved wife. 
So the ‘Tales’ narrative may seem to end without wrapping things up into a neat-little-bundle, so 
to speak. However, isn’t this like real life? Are any of us ready to write the last chapter of our 
lives? None of us know what the last chapter is, so our story remains open. We continue living 
until we no longer live. So it seems that someone else will have to compile the work and write 
the last chapter of our book also. In my Dear Brother’s case, this work fell to me from his hand 
and request. I proudly, honorably, respectfully, and sacredly did my best compiling his work 
herein. May you enjoy your sojourn through the ‘Tales’, and thereby gain great inspiration and 
enrichment in your own life. 


The Editor, 
Robert D Sanborn (2024) 


There has to be darkness, as there has to be Light; 
There has to be war, as there has to be Peace; 
There has to be lies, as there has to be Truth; 
There has to be hate, as there has to be Love; 
There has to be balance, so let it Be. 


(...understand this and you understand the Universe) 
RD Sanborn 
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Preface 
A Good Taste of Southern Justice - (extracted from this book) 


The Tobacco Road county jail warden sat on a stool in the supply room next to his spittoon 
surrounded by uniformed guards delighted that they were locking up a Yankee. 


“What makes you think you can come down here raising hell, eh boy? Get them clothes off now 
and put on the stripes; you gonna be here for a while.” 


He spat with a perverted grin that reflected off the faces of his deputies standing there hoping I’d 
give them a reason to slap me around some. I was able to palm a twenty dollar bill from my sock 
to the prison socks without being noticed. They thought my nervousness was caused by their 
intimidation. They could believe whatever they wanted. I sat on that dressing stool wound up 
like a coiled spring under a well-controlled tension they couldn’t possibly understand. It’s easy 
to be tough when no one’s firing back. I stood up visualizing I was in a deep foxhole covered by 
a thick overgrowth of intertwining barbed vines. I buttoned up the sleeves of the black and white 
stripped canvas shirt, ready to be led to the cells. I switched off half my brain and half my heart; 
took a martial arts persona, and marched in step obediently out into muggy Georgia sunlight. 

The guards shoved me through the door of the prison newspaper printing office and slammed the 
door behind me. Three sullen prisoners immediately rejected my presence. The half-lit, tiny, 
gloomy room stunk from bad breath. The only place to move to was up against the door that had 
just slammed against my back. 


“We don’t need any help in here boy! Get out of here.” I was violently thrown away from the 
only exit in the room onto the floor, stepped over by a madman who rushed out screaming like a 
dust devil whirling in a rage. 


The other two prisoners sat frozen to their shared desk like icicles hanging from the eves of a 
deep winter freeze. They were easy to ignore, suppressed in their pressured silence without a 
drop of concern dripping from their pale faces covered with a black and red shadowy light 
emanating off the glossy walls covered in stinky ink. I stood up brushing off my rumpled 
introduction to the staff of the monthly publication of ‘Tobacco Road Times’. 


It seemed I had a personality conflict on my hands with the publisher of a rag that mopped up the 
shallow message from an administration mandated to provide some form of prison propaganda 
disguised as “educational entertainment.” One of us would surely have to go. Within moments I 
knew that it was going to be me. The door burst open with the thrust of an arm that reached 
inside grabbing me by the collar. I was pushed into another concrete steel-barred building 
housing medical transferees and misfits on their way to thicker hell-holes built to hold the 
tattooed souls of lifers confined to die without any hope of ever walking free again. I was 
ordered to strip and shower. I dried off only to be hosed down by flea spray from head to toe and 
back again until my eyes stung with the nauseating film of chemical pesticide. I felt like a bug 
myself; or more accurately, a wing-plucked, flying southern roach capable of being stripped of 
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even my legs, and surviving. No doom could befall me that I wasn’t prepared to survive. I had 
six months and eight days left before my heart and mind could be reactivated back to full 
function. Compared to the lifers committed to no hope except for escape, I was down for an 
afternoon breeze. I found an empty bottom bunk, tossed my blanket and pillow, flopped down, 
and covered my eyes with a set of blue sunglasses that had miraculously survived the strip- 
search earlier that day. I fell into an easy visualization of lapping waves laughing across the 
warm white sands of a tropical beach waiting for me to arrive somewhere in my future. 
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Prologue 
Clash of Titans - (extracted from this book) 


As soon as I reported-in to the 557" Combat Tracker Team I was told to report to the Brigade 
Commander immediately. This, I was ready for! 

Colonel White’s office was three stories underground in a tiny 10’ by 12’ room. He sat behind 
his desk hard and stern and starched to the hilt. 

“Get that goddamned peace-sign off your neck Soldier and stand at attention!” 

“Yes Sir!” 


“When you leave here get a hair-cut!” 
“Yes Sir.” 


“You think you can just walk out of here and go AWOL anytime you damn well please, Soldier? 
What to hell is that about? Speak up!” 


“T did it on purpose Sir, to be able to stand here and tell you how much I disagree with this war, 
and the way the Army is running it, Sir.” 


Colonel White jumped out of his chair and screamed at the top of his voice that I had just 
volunteered to spend the rest of my life in prison at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. 
“You understand me soldier?” 


“Yes Sir.” I said without flinching, and without fear. I had no fear! 
“You are dismissed. Get the f—k out of my face!” 


Looking straight ahead, I turned sharply and took two steps forward. As I was reaching for the 
first step out of his office, Colonel White called me back. 
“T’m going to give you one more chance to explain yourself, troop! Speak up!” 


At that point I looked him in the face. Eyeball to eyeball. 

“Sir, I’m from New Hampshire. It was my brother or I going to Vietnam. I joined the Army for 
Special Forces training so it would be me, Sir. I’m a civilian in an Army uniform defending my 
right to free speech. That is the very thing we are here to defend, Sir. I am only being honest 
with you. Iam repeating to you what I was raised all my life to believe; that we are free men, 
dependent upon our willingness to defend our liberty at any cost. I didn’t go to Canada or 
Sweden or underground to avoid being here. I came voluntarily to learn for myself what this war 
is worth. I disagree vehemently with what is going on here now that I know. The first duty I 
have is to be honest with myself and to do the will of God. This war is evil in my opinion. It 
represents everything I was taught to deplore in civics classes when I was just a kid. That’s all 
I’m saying here, Sir. Before I was a soldier, I was a civilian with very deeply instilled beliefs, 
from my life in New Hampshire, that we are free men. I just don’t think now is any different 
from then.” 
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I stood there and watched the uniform that Colonel White was wearing melt off his body and 
change into a straw hat and overalls. His face softened. His eyes turned kind. For that brief 
moment we were just two farmers forking hay onto a wagon at the end of a long, hot, sweaty day 
heading back to the house for vanilla ice-cream, strawberry short-cake, and lemonade. 


“You're right. Pll be in touch. You’re dismissed.” 


...for the Veterans “I vow to never stop fighting the Vietnam War” 


Ray ‘Titus’ Sanborn 
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There were a few passengers onboard the ‘Ark’ that no one knows about. I’m one of them; 
two saber-toothed tigers are the others. I was born on the ‘Ark’ in the middle of a whirl-pool that 
nearly sucked us under. The waters receded enough to settle us on the ground nearly a year later. 
I was born with a mind that flashed as fast through the future as it did through the past. I knew 
that I would become the head cat-keeper for the Pharaoh of Egypt in the fifth century BC. I also 
knew that two passengers had arrived too late to enter the ‘Ark’. Two saber-toothed tigers clung 
desperately to the crevices across the outside walls of the ‘Ark’ for nearly a year. I lay inside 
listening to those huge cats screaming in terror, suffering horrible hunger, roaring snarls when 
their teeth tore the flesh off a fish that slammed against the ‘Ark’, stunned by sudden death. The 
genetics of the feline race were changed forever from the experience of these two cats, as it was 
for all of us on board. I lived to be 136 years old back then. My Great-Great-Great Grandfather 
outlived me. He passed-away at 500 years old. The era of immense longevity for mankind and 
felines passed with him and the saber-toothed tigers. 


When the ‘Ark’ finally settled on the ground, the two saber-toothed tigers, Plat and Shivas, 
leaped off the ‘Ark’ and disappeared across the granite to the mountain summit. We didn’t see 
them again for 45 years. The morning my first daughter was born they returned. Their claws 
had reached 24 inches in length. Their glowing green eyes penetrated the deepest darkness for 
miles. Their tails would balance a 60 foot leap. Their kittens never left the side of my first-born 
daughter except to hunt. One kitten always remained behind with the girl. It was as if the cats 
and the girl were born genetically identical except for a chromosome or two. Their hearts and 
minds always worked in tandem. When she and each saber-toothed tiger passed away, they 
waited for each other on Venus until they were all together again on the etheric plane. Then, 
they traveled together throughout this Super-Universe, the Central-Universe, and on to the ‘Isle 
of Paradise’. They are all back again on Earth to be with us now. 


I tell you this story to introduce you to the tales I write in this book. Tales of an Alley Cat could 
not be told without inspiration from my feline sister, Platinum Shivasina. She is curled-up in the 
recliner right behind me at this moment. Platinum Shivasina is a direct descendant of the saber- 
toothed tigers that survived the ‘Great Deluge’ ages ago on the outside walls of the ‘Ark’. 


Tales of an Alley Cat will stream through my mind from Platinum Shivasina’s telepathic powers 
whenever my memory fails me. Ihave been out of my mind from losing Mary Frances, my 
wife, to menopausal suicide less than 45 days ago. Mary Frances has returned to my side many 
times from the Angelic Kingdom to assure me she will be guiding my heart and hands while I 
write these tales. Tales of an Alley Cat must be told by us working together from multiple 
planes of consciousness before I pass over the “Karmic-Scales’ to wherever the ‘Silver Cord’ 
leads me. 


Tales of an Alley Cat begins when I was a young man still in the U.S. Army after returning from 
Vietnam where I served as a combat infantryman until I refused to go to the field and participate 
in any more combat missions. I hated the Army and I hated war! I wouldn’t learn how to 
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transcend aggression for another three decades when I began to turn anger into beauty in my 
flower garden. It took me 340 days a year for six years, beginning in 1998, and nearly an acre of 
Northern California hard ground before I became relieved of a rage that just wouldn’t quit; a rage 
that nearly consumed me. I am a Disabled Veteran rated by the Veteran’s Administration as 
“Total and Permanent” for Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD). Tales of an Alley Cat 
represents my effort to become one, if not the only, totally and permanently Disabled Veteran in 
the history of the United States to completely regain psychological normalcy and financial 
independence, thereby demonstrating the healing power of Love’s Light. 


But, for now, I sit here alone in an empty house less than two months after the most precious 
angel I ever knew blew her life away with a single shot to the chest. If hadn’t been for her 
enormous capacity to love me during my homicidal/suicidal rages in the early ‘80’s, it would 
have been me in the dust instead of her. It is Heaven’s great fortune that Mary has returned to 
them. Our twenty-four year old daughter is, in many ways, stronger than my wife and I put 
together. She has become the ‘jewel in my crown’ now. [also write Tales of an Alley Cat for 
our daughter, Portia Lenae, her feline sister, Pickles, and her generation and the generations to 
come. Mary Frances continues to watch over both of us like she always has. She’s the one I 
grew the flowers for; her, and the angels, and the elementals; and for all the lucky people Mary 
Frances arranged bouquets for here in the Redwood Empire. 


Hopefully, Tales of an Alley Cat will turn into a movie. I will continue working on the ‘Set’, 
satisfied that if it never gets ‘shot’, at the very least, Portia Lenae and Pickles and their offspring 
will have a picture-perfect future. 


It is also my intention to help seal over the pits of hell, war, death, deception, and destruction 
with Tales of an Alley Cat by increasing the radiance of Love’s Light, laughter, and joy. 


I am the alley cat. These are my tales. 
Titus Sanborn 


August 15, 2007 
Redwood Valley, California 
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Chapter 1 - The Alley Cat Awakens 


I graduated from Lebanon High School in New Hampshire in 1967. That Fall I began college as 
an Upward Bound student at Plymouth State College in the foothills of the White Mountains on 
property formally owned by the world-renown poet, Robert Frost. The New Hampshire 
Legislature granted Plymouth State College funds to print a literary magazine in his honor. 
Students, faculty, alumni, and towns-people competed for first-place by submitting poems and 
short stories. I took first-place with a story called “November’s Children”. I became a celebrity 
in the English department. The professors told me that I did not have to worry about my future 
with the writing talent that I had. I was also on the Student Counsel. Underlying these successes 
boiled a deep-seated disturbance from childhood abuses that bordered on inhumane. I was 
talented as a writer but I was failing all my classes. I resigned from academics in my freshman 
year and spent all winter skiing and all spring playing tennis. I flunked-out with a GPA of 0.78. 
That number represented an F in every class except English. I gota D in English. I was about to 
embark on a life as a poet. Unlike Robert Frost however, I would spend the rest of my life 
uncelebrated, anonymous, and often despised. 

I was to eventually become a ‘60’s flower child; but not until I reached Vietnam in 1969 as a 
Green Beret, Visual Combat Tracker, attached to the 101‘ Airborne Division, Special Operations 
Group. 


When I flunked out of Plymouth State College in 1968 I lost my college deferment from the 
military draft. Suddenly I was rated 1-A, unable to get a job and fodder for the big green war 
machine rolling across Vietnam. Outside of New Hampshire, 1968 marked the beginning of war 
on the streets in the USA. A violent conflict between the anti-war, civil-rights counter-culture 
and the ‘Establishment’ was about to begin on an unimaginable scale following increasing 
domestic discontent over the Vietnam War and civil-rights issues. 


Voters in the New Hampshire primary gave President Johnson only a narrow victory over anti- 
war candidate Senator Eugene McCarthy in the presidential primary election. 


Reverend Martin Luther King, Jr. was assassinated on April 4, 1968. 


In May1968, J. Edgar Hoover, director of the FBI, initiated a counter-intelligence program called 
COINTELPRO which directed FBI agents to “expose, disrupt, misdirect, or otherwise 
neutralize” the activities of the counter-culture and their leaders. A major investigation was 
launched in 1976 by the ‘Select Committee to Study Governmental Operations with Respect to 
Intelligence Activities’ of the United States Senate, commonly referred to as the ‘Church 
Committee’. In its final report, the committee concluded that “Unsavory and vicious tactics have 
been employed — including anonymous attempts to break up marriages, disrupt meetings, 
ostracize persons from their professions, and provoke target groups into rivalries that might 
result in deaths.” 
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Also in May 1968, 2,000 American soldiers died in combat, the highest monthly loss of the war 
in Vietnam. Senator Robert Kennedy was assassinated in Los Angeles on June 5". 


I watched television news broadcasts in horror as nearly 6,000 National Guardsman and Special 
police platoons clubbed protesters, reporters, and photographers at the Democratic National 
Convention in Chicago in August. Even area residents were pulled off their porches and beaten 
with riot clubs. I specifically remember that 300 American cities were burning while riots raged 
on the streets in the summer of 1968. 


Richard Nixon was elected President in November. 


The 1967 ‘Summer of Love’ peace movement population in San Francisco had partly packed up 
their bags and moved ‘back to the Earth’ to such places as Mendocino County, California and 
Sand Point, Idaho by 1968. Many of us in New Hampshire hadn’t even heard of the ‘Summer of 
Love’, say nothing about the ‘back to the Earth’ movement. In New Hampshire, we were 
already as close to the Earth as a person could get. I knew nothing about the upcoming 
Woodstock Music Festival and didn’t hear Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, or Big Brother and the 
Holding Company until sometime in 1969 when I was broke and living with my brother Bob in 
an apartment in Claremont. He was still enrolled in tech school when he introduced me to 
psychedelic music. The one thing we wanted the most at that time was a stereo system. I felt 
lucky to be able to eat at his expense. When he graduated from Tech school neither of us could 
get a job and he became eligible for the draft. We moved into a one-bedroom apartment with our 
sister Molly and her husband and their newborn baby girl. Bob slept on the couch and I slept on 
the floor. We finally had to comply with the carefully calculated socially engineered program 
and join the armed forces. Bob joined the Air Force first. When I was sure he was enlisted, I 
joined the Army for Special Forces Training. My plan was to keep Bob out of Vietnam and me 
in. The plan worked. I arrived in Vietnam on September 8, 1969. I completed my tour of duty 
and boarded a silver bird bound for Fort Lewis, Washington 365 days later with nine months left 
to serve in the Army. 
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Chapter 2 - The Alley Cat Confined 


I got a job as a laborer digging ditches for a construction company in Augusta when I got out of 
the Army in October 1971. The only job experience I had was as a dishwasher in high school 
and college, and of course, combat. I swore I would never wash dishes again and I was 
definitely finished with combat. I weighed 178 pounds and it was all muscle. [had a few 
civilian friends around town that I had made writing anti-war poetry for an underground 
newspaper the last few months while still in the Army at Fort Gordon. It was my way of 
protesting the war. I was continuing a tradition that I had started at the end of my tour in 
Vietnam. Like the night we painted the 5 57" Combat Tracker Team water tank at Camp Eagle 
yellow with little green meanies scrambling around on a submarine. They didn’t paint it back to 
OD green for several months. Pulling that stunt off gave me quite a bit of confidence in the art 
of protesting the war. Then there was the time I got so fed up with ‘rear echelon mother-f...kers’ 
jamming spit and polish down my throat that I wore a Hitler mustache around for several weeks. 
“OK, that’s enough Sanborn!” an officer warned. So I shaved it off. 


My drive to write poetry got me off the fort and down to the A&W Root Beer stand where I 
could think and feel and feed the jukebox for inspiration. I was on my chopper every day 
skipping out on KP (kitchen patrol) duty. I refused to do KP or anything else military when I 
returned home from Vietnam. I was assigned to Company B, United States Army Military 
Police School Battalion because that’s where the Army canine kennels were. Combat Tracker 
Teams used Black Labrador dogs and Military Police used German Sheppard dogs in their work. 
The Army bunched us all together. I was expected to train visual combat tracking skills to new 
volunteers. Without being verbally insubordinate, I refused to participate by ignoring my duties. 
I would still be sleeping at 6 am when everyone else was standing outside at attention until the 
Captain and his little line of obedient troopers marched in and turned over my mattress, dumping 
me on the floor. 

“Hit the kitchen troop!” 

Yea, I’d hit the kitchen OK; the kitchen at the PX (Post Exchange) for breakfast, dressed in 
civilian clothes. I’d return to Company B for lunch and disappear again just like a good ghost 
should do. The Commanding Officer of Company B put me in for a ‘Bad Conduct Discharge’ 
almost immediately, when I first showed up for duty after my 30-day leave in Oregon. That 
didn’t work. All the Battalion Commander did was transfer me to Company C, where I was 
discharged from the Army with three stripes. Company C made me an acting Sergeant in charge 
of the Supply Room, but only paid me a Corporal’s pay, two stripes. That was good with me. I 
returned from 12-months in Vietnam with only one stripe, a Private. A soldier became a Private 
after Basic Training. I was proud to return from Vietnam with mosquito wings. To me that 
meant I could bite, not really hurt anyone, but make you itch. I did want to get a hold on Nixon 
and give him malaria there for a while. I would have bombed him with a sting but it was too far 
to the White House from the monsoon soaked bomb craters I slept in on patrol out in the jungle. 


The Company B XO (Executive Officer; the second in command of a military unit) was a cool 
beach bum from Florida who drove an old corvette and sold weed on the side. I made the error 
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of delivering a pound of weed to an MP training company next door for him. The word spread 
fast where it came from; me. When I was discharged from the Army a few months later, the 
Georgia Bureau of Investigation had me under surveillance 24 hours a day. I eventually did get 
busted on an unrelated, trumped-up charge for “possession of marijuana”. Like possession of 
marijuana was a new thing. I’d been smoking daily since I refused to go to the field at Camp 
Eagle, Vietnam. 


There was nothing I wanted more than to move out of Georgia and return to Portland, Oregon. I 
ended up there after a few hours bus ride after returning to Fort Lewis, WA from Vietnam. I 
loved Portland with all my heart because I was set free by the beautiful people that allowed me to 
crash in their homes every night on the Northwest side of town near Hoyt Street. These were the 
‘Summer of Love’ people that had migrated from San Francisco to Portland. I wanted to leave 
Georgia but I couldn’t seem to save the money I needed to make the journey. It made me think, 
“Why am I working at all?” The answer was obvious; I had to pay rent and eat! Then I asked 
myself, “What is food?” I instinctively knew food was nutrition, but I knew nothing about 
nutrition, or health, or healing, until I went to a bookstore and inquired. The answer I got 
changed my life forever. McGraw-Hill had just published a book called “Nutrition Almanac” 
which I purchased and began to study fervently from cover to cover. I began to discover what 
foods and herbs provided the highest amounts of nutrients. I changed my diet to comply; big 
move #1. I have a copy of Nutrition Almanac on my bookshelf right now. I have given copies 
of this book to dozens of people over the last 30 years. 


Big move #2 was “find a good paying job with a future.” I went to a private employment agency 
and was given a written test to determine employability. I scored high in math and English 
because I also purchased several books to tutor myself before taking the tests. I landed a job 
with Babcock and Wilcox Company, the oldest corporate industry in Augusta, as a quality 
control laboratory technician. On a scale of 1-10, the president was 10, engineers and draftsmen 
were 9s, and lab techs were 8s. I applied for a VA on-the-job training program as a Ceramic 
Laboratory Technician which paid an additional $500 a month. I began to live fat. I had reduced 
my diet down to short-grain brown rice, granola, fruits and vegetables, fish, and pasta casseroles. 
I carried deerskin bags of sunflower seeds, sesame seeds, and trail mix on my belt for snacks. I 
rode a ten-speed bicycle to work until I traded it to an old Army buddy (Michael) for a 1949 
Chevy Deluxe V8, 4-door sedan. Michael had inherited the car from his Grandmother who kept 
it in immaculate condition. He didn’t have a driver’s license and didn’t want one; he wanted my 
brand new Schwinn bicycle. I was sure happy to be driving a car to work because I had been run 
off the road and crashed several times by drivers who thought I was in their way. Running 
bicycles off the road was considered hillbilly fun in Augusta. 


I had been living with Michael in a run-down shack since I got thrown out of the room I rented 
on Stovall Street because the landlord was highly disturbed by the neighbors complaining that 
the Georgia Bureau of Investigation was parked outside 24 hours a day, watching me. Michael’s 
refrigerator didn’t have much food except ketchup, bologna, and stale, moldy bread. He lived on 
coffee, cigarettes, LSD, and weed. He was crazy as a loon but we had a lot of fun. His 
girlfriend, Kathy, was the daughter of a Catholic priest. Her girlfriend, Cathy, and she spent all 
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their spare time hanging out at our place or tripping around in the °49 Chevy looking for laughs. 
Laughs were not hard to find in the condition we were in everyday either. We spent most of 
1972 paling around until Michael found out Kathy had aborted their baby. That destroyed 
Michael and ended their friendship. The girls and I continued to be friends. I moved out of 
Michael’s shack into my own apartment on the third floor of an old Victorian house up in the 
hills overlooking the Savannah River into South Carolina. 


The apartment was in a fabulous neighborhood surrounded by other large mansions owned by 
the upper-crust of Augusta’s elite. I kept to myself except for a few girls next door and the other 
occupants of the mansion that my apartment was in. By that time, I had made lots of friends 
around town, most of them hippies. I had added a little café to the places I hung out where I had 
bagels and tea in the early morning before leaving for work at the lab. [had put off leaving for 
Portland for a while because a few of my friends had convinced me to help them put on a concert 
in a rundown, unused city park near where we lived. I was reluctant to volunteer as another 
point man for a project, but in the end I decided to put my whole heart into it and help them. My 
friends had been trying for months to get a permit from the city to put on a concert. The city, 
however, kept refusing to issue a permit. My friends finally convinced me to put on a guerilla 
concert. The idea sounded good to me, so I started arranging the details. Two local bands, one 
of them was ‘Dixie Grit’, volunteered to play for the crowd that we expected would show up. I 
had a great Sony reel-to-reel stereo system with 300 watt Akai 3-way speakers that I had shipped 
home from Vietnam to set up at the park in the gazebo to open the first two hours of the show. I 
rented a generator and a couple hundred feet of electrical cord and strung it out from down by the 
lake to the gazebo stage. 


There was no doubt in any of our minds that there was going to be trouble over this stunt. We 
held a meeting and invited the local clergy, representatives from three radio stations and two TV 
stations, and a reporter from the Augusta Chronicle to observe. 

{Author’s note: Platinum Shivasina just cut in on my train of thought asking, “Where’s the 
dialog in this story, eh?” 

“There ain’t going to be that much dialog in this story, Platinum!” 

She just leapt out the window in a huff, growling, and perched her furry butt on the plant-stand 
next to the white camellia and stared back through the window at me in disgust. I can’t please 
everyone. } 

One hundred and eighty people showed up sitting and standing in small groups listening to taped 
music. We had arranged that everyone park their cars across the park at a church and walk in. 
The music volume was low and the crowd subdued in anticipation of trouble. The generator 
hummed unnoticeably by the still warm waters of the shadow covered lake surrounded by 
blooming magnolia and heavily-laden peach trees. It was an hour too early for the bands to 
begin setting up when a motorcycle cop roared in from the street entrance to the park near where 
I was standing so I casually wandered over as he was adjusting his riot club. I noticed he wasn’t 
wearing a name-tag. 
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“What’s going on here?” I asked him as he scanned the crowd, quickly checking his clenched 
teeth and flashing, narrowed eyes. 


“T don’t know, but the Chief has every available cruiser on their way here ‘right now’.” He 
grumbled. 


“OK, here we go!” I thought to myself as I wandered around the crowd telling them to get up 
and just walk away, that the entire police force was coming with riot clubs and no badges. As 
the crowd laughingly disappeared I was left alone realizing it was time once again to play the 
part of the well-rehearsed ghost. I became as unnoticeable and untouchable as I had learned to 
be in Vietnam. Suddenly the parking lot was crowded with cruisers all mangled in a mish-mash. 
I was alone, surrounded by adrenalin dressed in blue. 


“Who the F—K are you?” they screamed, scratching on their pads and slamming their riot-clubs 
around at an empty park in the center of an exclusive neighborhood surrounding the overgrown, 
forgotten gazebo where I had wired-up my stereo equipment. Jimi Hendrix was still wailing his 
guitar [16'" notes] and singing...... 


“All along the watchtower 

The princess kept the view 
While all the women came 
And went bare feet servants too 
Outside in the cold distance 

A wild cat did growl 

Two riders were approaching 
And the wind began to howl” 


I was nervous about being alone for good reason. Augusta wasn’t on the concert circuit with the 
exception of a few bands every now and then booked at the Performing Arts Theater at Augusta 
College. An outdoor concert had never happened and the cops and neighbors were not tolerating 
this one. 


“Don’t you know it’s illegal to play loud music without a permit in a city park, fella?” one of the 
cops yelled at me, poking at my ribs with his club. 


I just nodded avoiding looking at him or giving him reason to club me in the head. I had two 
speakers, the reel-to-reel tape recorder, electrical cord, and generator loaded into the Chevy in a 
delayed flash and was out of there heading for the meeting that we had arranged at Matt and 
Susan’s house, without getting arrested. It was a miracle for me but I’m sure the neighbors 
watching from their porches were disappointed. No blood. 


Matt and Susan’s living room was packed to full capacity and I was greeted with cheers when I 
walked in. I didn’t know most of the people, but I recognized a few. Bill Brian was there from 
the Augusta Chronicle; Tim Malloy, the city councilman from the Recreation & Parks 
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Department, shook my hand and gave me a hug which really surprised me. Mr. Malloy, who 
first introduced the idea to me of putting on the guerilla concert in the park, lived in the old 
mansion with Matt and Susan. They couldn’t get a permit; their friends couldn’t get a permit; 
many other locals had been trying for a year unsuccessfully to get a permit for a legal concert in 
the park. That is why the Park’s councilman was so enthusiastic about me being willing to do 
the concert without a permit as a civil disobedience action when I met with him at his Augusta 
Recreation & Parks Department office. I couldn’t believe how supportive he was with the idea 
until he told me that he had been trying to get the city and police department to support concerts 
in the city parks for months. The real problem with the concerts was that hippies wanted to put 
on Rock and Roll concerts. Augustans certainly were not going to let hippies run anything in the 
city. 


Steve Morse of ‘Dixie Grit’ was probably at the gorilla concert and at the meeting afterwards, for 
sure! Dixie Grits first performance was in March 1971 at Bell Auditorium in Augusta. Their 
second performance was August 26, 1972 near Augusta at the Rock N’ Roll Park that was 
created as a result of our guerilla concert in the park. 


That November the name of Steve Morse’s band was changed to ‘Dixie Dregs’. The Dixie 
Dregs’ last performance was on May 4, 2003 at the Culture Room in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. 


The Steve Morse Band is still booking gigs world-wide as of this date (September 2007). He 
also played with Deep Purple, Lynyrd Skynyrd, and Kansas. 


The Augusta Chronicle published the following story about the August ’72 concert at Rock N’ 
Roll Park. Ref: Augusta Chronicle, Monday August 28, 1972 


Six Arrested at Martinez Rock Concert 

Six persons were arrested, five of them on drug charges, at the Rock and Roll Park Saturday 
during a concert. Richmond County Sheriff William A. (Bill) Anderson reported. Names of the 
six were not immediately available, but the Sheriff said five of them were arrested on charges of 
possession, or possession and sale, of marijuana or MDA. The sixth, Anderson said, was 
arrested on charges of obstructing an officer. Approximately 5,000 young persons gathered at 
the park on Georgia Highway 28 near Washington Road to hear four bands, including Dixie 
Grit. Rory Gallagher, Blocdrock and Argent, Cactus, and another band scheduled to appear, 
did not make it to the evening concert after it disbanded earlier in the week. Argent replaced 
Savoy Brown after the leader of the Savoy group suffered a nervous breakdown the week before 
the concert, and the group was forced to withdraw. 


And of course Bill O’Brian wanted a story for the Chronicle. “So, what are you going to do now 
Ray?” he asked, without taking out his note pad. 


“T’m getting out of town by morning!” I replied with deep concern. 


Bill pointed his finger at me saying that was a good idea. 
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“You’re from New Hampshire aren’t you?” he said pointing to my T-shirt. 
“Yup, ‘Live Free or Die’!” I replied, quoting the state motto printed on the front of the shirt. 
“Are you moving back home? Will we see you again?” 


“Nay, I’m taking a bus to Rochester, New York to stay with an Army buddy of mine for a while, 
Frank Londini, from Elizabethtown, New Jersey. I love the guy. He got out of the Army at Fort 
Gordon same time I did. He lived here for a while then split. I got a postcard from him a couple 
months ago saying he’s staying with Keith Gibson, another friend of ours, and invited me up. 

Ill be back though. I got a job at Babcock and Wilcox. I gotta call Dave White and tell him I’m 
splitting for a few months. He just hired two more techs so I’m sure he’ll let me go.” 


“Good idea, Southern politics don’t mix well with Yankees you know!” 


I didn’t know that as well as I would know later, after I returned a few months later during the 
winter from Rochester. Whoa! 


Bill wrote his home phone number on his business card and handed it to me. 


“Give me a call when you get back and we’ll have you over for dinner, OK? Patricia’s a pretty 
good cook and we’ll introduce you to the boy.” His badly burned, scared face twisted into a grin 
and he shook my hand warmly. I really liked the guy. He was genuine and obviously very 
intelligent. I’d be giving him a call that was for sure. 


The Commissioner of Parks and Recreation casually strolled over holding out his open hand to 
grasp mine in a tight bear grip. 


“Well, you did it Ray. I just can’t believe it! When you first showed up at my office and stood 
there telling me what you wanted to do, I agreed to back you up on City Council if it ever came 
up again. But I sat there shaking my head thinking, this guy has got to be crazy if he thinks he’s 
going to pull off a concert in Augusta. Well, you did it and I’m mighty proud of you boy.” 


He slapped me on the shoulder and cuffed the side of my head with a pretty hard jolt. He was a 
tough old guy, probably ex-military. He had a good heart though. I liked him from the first 
moment I walked into his office. He was all about what I wanted to do; nothing but 
encouragement. When I walked out I had a strong determination to put on a concert at some 
park around town no matter what it took to do it. Now it was over and I had to catch a bus. I'll 
write more about what happened at Rock N’ Roll Park later. 

Rochester, New York became my home for the next several months while things settled down in 
Augusta. By the time I got there Keith Gibson had moved back home with his parents. Frank 
was barely making ends meet without Keith’s help. He drove an English Metropolitan that 
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spewed smoky oil but it ran like a top. It had a tiny four-cylinder engine and was quite lively 
thanks to low gearing. It did at least look like an American convertible, albeit one which had 
shrunk in the wash. It was pretty classy with a continental kit, two-tone paint job, and whitewall 
tires. The car could seat just two in comfort. Keith was born in England and loved English cars 
and motorcycles. He had helped Frank buy and repair the Metropolitan. It had cost next to 
nothing to buy and they worked together rebuilding the engine. All three of us had been together 
at Fort Gordon, Company B, USAMPS. We were major screw-ups by dedicated profession; we 
hated the Army and couldn’t wait to get out. Now we were back together on the block ready to 
have some fun. What that meant was drinking and smoking weed. I was the one with the money 
because neither of them had a job, and didn’t want one. They were the same bums they always 
were. They were thrilled that I was showing up because I could take care of them “just like I had 
in the good-old-days” as Frank put it. I loved the guys so it didn’t bother me a bit. I paid 
Frank’s rent a few months ahead and still had a little money left in my pocket so we could eat for 
awhile. Actually I was loaded with money compared to these guys, and each of them needed as 
much of it as they could get their hands on. It wasn’t long before all I had in my pocket was a 
one-way ticket back to Augusta and small change. Plus the stash of cash I always carried and 
didn’t tell anyone about. I never spent the stash recklessly. As it ended up, Frank and I made a 
living collecting what other people left on the streets on garbage day and took it to the swap- 
meet. It is amazing what people throw out. We specialized in furniture. Keith had a pick-up. 
We’d loaded that thing up and took it to the swap-meet twice a week. Even then, Frank and I got 
down to cooking spaghetti in a coffee-maker. We could find plenty of old furniture that people 
wanted to restore, but we couldn’t afford to get the gas turned on, so we cooked in an electric 
coffee pot. Took a while, but we ate eventually. Spaghetti and toast with peanut butter got us 
through most days unless we hit the big time, but I don’t remember that happening much. 


We always had weed though, that was a given. One night when we were driving home from the 
Red Dog Saloon we got pulled over by the police. New York state was no place to get busted 
either. I took the weed and stashed it in a stack of plastic cups on the backseat floor of the 
Metropolitan hoping the State Trooper couldn’t squeeze into the tiny space. I was wrong. As we 
sat in the police cruiser, I watched the trooper pull the cups apart, and almost died. 


“He found the weed” I whispered to Frank. 


Frank slipped his hand into his pants pocket and pulled out the bag of weed just enough for me to 
see it and grinned that sheepish, Italian smile he was famous for. We got away unharmed. I 
loved these guys, I’m telling you! I had gotten into plenty of tight spots with these guys but they 
sure knew how to stay out of trouble. I was different; I always volunteered for trouble. Here we 
were once again; me with the money and them keeping us out of trouble. It wasn’t long before I 
decided it was time to head back to Georgia. [had rent to pay and a job to protect. I split and 
never heard from Keith or Frank again. 

[had a girlfriend in Augusta that I was anxious to get back with too. Barbara was a young 
hairdresser who I had met when I was hanging around with Michael, Kathy, and Cathy. She 
lived in a brand new apartment complex which her father had helped her move into; expensive. 
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Most of the apartments in the building were empty. A young, unmarried couple lived next door 
to her that she was anxious for me to meet. They had taken to her immediately and seemed to 
love her more than I did. Every time Barbara visited me they were with her, so we became close 
friends. 


I lived at 2250 Kings Way. The apartment had been remodeled from the attic of an old mansion. 
It had a queen-size bed that pulled out of the corner of the living room. Three full dormer 
windows, each with three sets of windows facing three directions, were large enough for stuffed 
chairs. There was a built-in bookcase in the corner of the room opposite the bed. I removed the 
wall behind the bottom shelf and hinged it so that I could crawl through into a small separate 
room stocked with food, water, and other supplies in case I ever needed to hide out from the 
police. The back door led to the roof and stairs that wound down three flights to the ground. I 
lined the inside stairs with electronic gadgets attached to the walls and ceiling to warn anyone 
entering that I was wired for trouble if they wanted trouble. 


Every night I cranked up the volume on the Sony and danced. No one complained. Dance and 
music was meditation. When I needed silence and meditation I’d sit on the roof and smoke a 
bowl. Barbara and her neighbors joined me many times. They became frequent visitors that I 
enjoyed smoking with; but we never danced together. Dance was sacred. 


I'd been back in Augusta for only a few months when a story began to circulate that Barbara’s 
‘friends’ were at a bar that got busted and were arrested with the others for possession of 
marijuana, but were released without going to jail. One of those who did end up in jail said he 
saw a hand gun in a holster hidden in the guy’s jacket and that the police let him keep it when 
they hustled everyone outside to search them, and then let the couple drive away. It was later 
confirmed that on the windshield of the automobile the couple drove was a tiny police sticker. 


While I had been in Rochester the local radio stations, which observed the ‘guerilla concert in 
the park’, had turned a rodeo park in nearby Martinez into a ‘Rock and Roll Park’. Also, The 
Augusta residents that attended the ‘guerilla concert’, and gathered at Matt and Susan’s house 
afterwards, drew up eighteen city ordinance’ changes that proposed shifts in how Augusta treated 
their citizens. Thirteen of the eighteen proposals were written into law. One of the city 
ordinances allowed that when more than three ‘long-hair hippies’ were gathered on the street, 
that they were not to be dispersed by the police. 


I happened to be hanging around the house one afternoon working on the 49 Chevy when an 
older guy who lived in another apartment in the Victorian mansion started up a conversation. He 
knew my name. We had never talked before, only nodded. 


“Getting ready for a trip?” he asked. 


“No, I’m just topping off her fluids to keep her running. How’re you doing?” 
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“T’m doing great, but it might be a good idea for you to hit the road for a while!” 
“Why is that?” 


“T’ma chef. I just did a barbeque for the Augusta police department and your name came up. 
Seems they got an arrest warrant for you and a whole bunch of your friends. Been selling a little 
pot, have ya?” 


“No, what do you mean?” 


“Word is the police think you’re dealing and they don’t like the crowd you’re hanging around 
with either. So far they’ve got 73 arrest warrants they plan on serving at that rock and roll 
concert out in Martinez coming up. They plan on shutting down the stage and searching the 
whole crowd for drugs. If they have a warrant for you, you’re going straight to jail from there.” 


“Whoa, I don’t know what they’re talking about. I have a steady job at Babcock and Wilcox in 
the lab.” 


They know where you work; it seems they’ve been watching you for quite some time now. You 
were at Fort Gordon for a while, right? They said they got themselves a Yankee down here 
raising hell. Better think about it because one of these days they’re coming through your door 
and you’re going to jail. You better put it on the road, son.” 


The chef wasn’t the only one who heard the word because later that week the concert at Rock 
and Roll Park was cancelled. I heard about the cancellation from the Chronicle reporter, Bill 
Bryan. He knew everything that was going on around town. I’d been going to his house to hang 
out and listen to music and discuss current events, mostly the Watergate investigation. He and 
Patricia invited me over for dinner every week. I had a standing invitation to show up whenever 
I wanted to. They did everything they could to make me happy and always enjoyed my 
company. Their house was always bright, filled with plants and flowers and always fresh. They 
had an excellent record collection. When they weren’t listening to the news on TV, the stereo 
was playing Dylan, Jefferson Airplane, Janis Joplin, and even jazz and Big Band. I felt honored 
to be their friend. 


The Watergate political scandal was the most exciting topic of conversation that came up when I 
visited the Bryans. They were intrigued that I was a Vietnam combat veteran. I could listen to 
their latest news about how the Watergate investigation was coming along and tell them stories 
about Vietnam. 


The Democratic National Committee headquarters at the Washington D.C. office/apartment 
complex and hotel, called the Watergate, was burglarized by five men on June 17, 1972. 
Investigations conducted by the FBI, Senate Watergate Committee, House Judiciary Committee, 
and the press revealed that the burglary was just one of many illegal activities authorized and 
carried out by President Nixon’s staff, otherwise known as the Committee to Re-elect the 
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President. Eventually the investigations revealed the immense scope of crimes and abuses, 
which included campaign fraud, political espionage and sabotage, illegal break-ins, wiretapping 
on a massive scale, including the wiretapping of the press and regular citizens. Nixon had a 
secret slush fund that was laundered in Mexico to pay those who conducted these operations. 
This secret fund was also used as hush money to buy silence of the seven men who were indicted 
for the June 17" break-in. President Nixon and his staff immediately conspired to cover up the 
break-in. The burglars were searching for strategy plans that the Democrats were using to win 
the next presidential election. After several years of investigations President Nixon resigned the 
office of the President of the United States in order to avoid impeachment by the Senate. Nixon 
was the only President in the history of the United States to resign his office. It is worthy to note 
that many Republicans continued to defend Nixon as a hero of the party for years afterward even 
though the House Judiciary Committee voted 27 to 11 on July 27, 1974 to recommend 
impeachment against the President for obstruction of justice, abuse of power, and contempt of 
Congress. 


Of Ventures in ‘Nam’ (Vietnam) 
A couple of the stories I told the Bryans about Vietnam went like this: 


I set myself up for a major problem with the Army in the winter of 1970. We had a small 
basketball court set up on the road that went by our platoon at the 557" Combat Tracker Team, 
Camp Eagle. Across the road from the net was a drop-off that fell about fifteen feet over a bank. 
I jumped for a ball one game and went over the edge and landed on my heels. The fall did some 
major damage to my feet and I was temporarily relieved of combat duty. I hobbled around on 
crutches for a month. About that time the American Red Cross was asking around for a 
volunteer to help the Field Director fulfill his duties. I volunteered. My job was to respond to 
families that contacted the Red Cross about their sons, brothers, and husbands. I drove a flatbed 
mule around Camp Eagle trying to track down the soldiers who had been out of touch with their 
families. I often found that the soldiers had been killed or were wounded in a hospital 
somewhere. I’d write a message describing what I found and send it home to the family by 
radio. The job was shocking and absolutely heartbreaking. 


Company A, 1* Battalion, 101“ Airborne Division was one of the units I had to visit to locate a 
soldier that survived being over-run by ‘gooks’ (Vietcong) at a remote landing-zone (LZ) out in 
the jungle. Out of a company of about sixty soldiers only thirteen had survived the attack. Every 
one of them had been wounded except one. The soldier I found was in deep shock. Major parts 
of his leg and back muscles were blown away. His face was aghast; his eyes were empty and 
hollow. He begged me to help him. I found three other soldiers that looked just like him. The 
Army planned on sending each of them back into combat. I was very disturbed by what I found 
was going on. I wrote the U.S. Senators of these soldiers a letter written on American Red Cross 
stationary describing their constituent’s horrible treatment by the Army that bordered on 
inhumane cruelty. Two Senators from California and a Senator from another state initiated a 
Congressional Investigation on the 1“ Brigade, 101" Airborne Division with my name on the 
American Red Cross stationary. 
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A few weeks later a soldier showed up at the Red Cross station and told me to report back to the 
557" Combat Tracker Team. When I walked through the door my lieutenant asked me if I was 
packed and ready for a mission to track for a Special Forces team on Monkey Island. I knew this 
was a Set-up because the island was completely communist controlled; always had been. The 
place was actually called ‘Money Island’. It was a notorious hot spot. Plus, no Special Forces 
team would ever need a tracker. I immediately knew they planned on dumping me out of the 
helicopter once we got over the water. 


“Yes Sir, I’m packed, but I’m not going! You can put me in LBJ (Long Binh Jail) or 
Leavenworth if you want, but I’m not fighting anymore; that’s it for me!” 


The lieutenant jumped up out of his chair and stormed out the back door. He obviously had to 
report what happened to the HHC (Headquarters & Headquarters Company), 1“ Brigade, 101° 
Airborne Division commander. 


The 557" Combat Tracker Team was attached to HHC from SOG (Special Operations Group), 
Green Beret; MACV (Military Assistance Command Vietnam) Saigon. All trackers signed a 
contract with MACV which allowed them to quit the field ‘at their discretion’ if the going got 
too rough. That’s the position I felt they had put me in. 


The 1‘ Brigade commander tried to get me reassigned from MACV SOG to Co A, 1/327" as a 
replacement for the men who had been killed in the recent battle. SOG refused to sign the order. 
The 557" was stuck with me for the rest of my tour in Vietnam. I pulled bunker-guard duty 
every night on the perimeter of Camp Eagle six nights a week for the 557" so that no one else in 
the platoon had to. Everyone completely ignored me for the next five months of my tour in 
Vietnam. That’s when I learned to become a ghost. I was there, but you really couldn’t see me. 
I absorbed into an underground movement of dissenters and war protesters that were ghosts too. 


There were two kinds of soldiers in the 101“ Airborne Division, alkies and heads. Ghosts were 
heads. We smoked ‘dew’ (pot); we did not drink alcohol. 


One day while I was with the Red Cross an ARVN (South Vietnamese) military officer stopped 
me and asked if I smoked dew. He told me that he could deliver a ‘deck’ for $1.00; how many 
did I want? I agreed to buy 130 decks and gave him the $130.00 up front. A deck of dew was a 
package of ten machine-rolled joints. The ARVN officer delivered 150 decks (1500 joints) to 
me a few days later. I hid them in the ceiling at the Red Cross station. This happened before I 
refused to go to the field so I had every night off. I always walked out to this hillside cemetery 
where the Vietnamese had been burying their dead for centuries. Heads had to hide from CID 
(Criminal Investigation Division) and MPs (Military Police) when they got together at night to 
smoke. CID flew around in helicopters using starlight scopes and sent out patrols to find us. We 
were always armed with M16s and grenades if a firefight broke out when they found us. One 
night I counted 78 men sitting along a trench that ran through the cemetery, partially covered 
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with steel half-culvert in case of a rocket attack, smoking and listening to an illegal rock and roll 
radio station broadcasting on our ‘PRC 25’ portable field radios. 


The cemetery burial sites were sunk into the ground in circles. The entryway, walkways, and 
walls were tiled. The actual grave was a raised, tile circle set in the middle of the sunken circle. 
There were probably 200 acres of these burial sites in the cemetery. I would wander from one to 
another and simply walk in on whoever was sitting around inside and join them for a smoke. 
The 150 decks of dew lasted for less than 30 days as I wandered around passing them out. 


I had two R&R (Rest and Recreation) leaves earned when I became a ‘short-timer’ toward the 
end of my 12-month tour in Vietnam. I went to the Philippines both times. I stayed with my 
brother Bob who was stationed at Clark Air Force Base. Let me tell you, these guys had it made. 
Bob took me to the ‘Cave’ the first night I arrived. It was one of hundreds of bars that lined the 
streets in the city outside the base. He introduced me to a young woman that took me home for 
the cost of five drinks. I wanted to marry her after knowing her for only a week. I did my best 
to make the arrangements when I got back to Camp Eagle. They knew all about that story and 
blocked every effort I made. Turned out to be one of the best things the Army ever did for me, 
and that list is extremely short. 


I went AWOL again about a month later on my second R&R. I got back to the 557" Combat 
Tracker Team a week late. That time I had to report to the 101“ Airborne Division Commander. 
He was a full-bird Colonel, one grade below a General. 


{Author’s note: I have to take a moment here to consult with Platinum about this story! My 
memory is a bit fuzzy as it fades into defensive mode to protect me from the trauma I faced at 
that time. Let me take a moment to gather myself together and take a few deep breaths and listen 
to Platinum as she helps me recall.} 


I caught my scheduled return flight out of Clark Air Force Base on time and landed at Ton Son 
Nhut Air Force Base in Vietnam. I was unfamiliar with Cam Ranh Bay so I couldn’t hang out 
there. I caught a flight to Da Nang. I sat with Skullet on board. He was a Puerto Rican from the 
East River waterfront area in Hunters Point, New York assigned to an artillery unit with the 1* 
Infantry Division. He had photos of himself riding a 155-mm artillery piece as it was firing a 
shell. It was the craziest thing I’d ever seen. We had no trouble finding a place to stay but we 
were both broke. Skullet came up with the idea of stealing Cool cigarettes from the PX and 
selling them to the Vietnamese on the street. We made a bundle and lived like kings for a week 
at the in-country R&R center. Two purchases we made were machine-rolled joints and sticks of 
black-tar opium about the size of a stick of gum. We’d light a joint and feed a small ball of 
opium to the burning end of the joint. Whoa, talk about high! I would be hallucinating a 
completely different scene at one moment and then flash back to whatever was going on around 
me in a second. The only problem we had was avoiding Military Police who might want to 
check our orders. We were definitely Absent Without Official Leave (AWOL). 


Sanborn / Tales of an Alley Cat / 27 


Another exciting thing I did was to go surfing for my first time. The first thing I did was fall off 
the board and get smashed in the head as it resurfaced. After that I decided to just sit on the 
board and float. Well, I floated OK until I ended up in a riptide that started to carry me to Japan. 
Obviously there were no lifeguards on duty checking the beach for drifters on surf-boards, so I 
was rather panicked there for a half-hour or so until I finally beat the tide. Then, when I hit the 
beach, I stepped on a jelly fish and got the shock of my life. The time to head back to the 557" 
CTT had finally arrived so I caught a chopper to Camp Eagle. 


“Adios Skullet, if I’m ever in NYC [Il look you up!” 


Clash of Titans- 
As soon as I reported in to the 557" Combat Tracker Team I was told to report to the Brigade 
Commander immediately. This, I was ready for! 


Colonel White’s office was three stories underground in a tiny 10’ by 12’ room. He sat behind 
his desk hard and stern and starched to the hilt. 


“Get that goddamned peace-sign off your neck soldier and stand at attention!” 
“Yes Sir!” 

“When you leave here get a hair-cut!” 

“Yes Sir.” 


“You think you can just walk out of here and go AWOL anytime you damn well please, soldier? 
What to hell is that about? Speak up!” 


“T did it on purpose Sir, to be able to stand here and tell you how much I disagree with this war, 
and the way the Army is running it, Sir.” 


Colonel White jumped out of his chair and screamed at the top of his voice that I had just 
volunteered to spend the rest of my life in prison at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas. 


“You understand me soldier?” 
“Yes Sir.” I said without flinching, and without fear. I had no fear! 
“You are dismissed. Get the f—k out of my face!” 


Looking straight ahead, I turned sharply and took two steps forward. As I was reaching for the 
first step out of his office, Colonel White called me back. 
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“T’m going to give you one more chance to explain yourself, troop! Speak up!” 
At that point I looked him in the face. Eyeball to eyeball. 


“Sir, I’m from New Hampshire. It was my brother or I going to Vietnam. I joined the Army for 
Special Forces training so it would be me, Sir. I’m a civilian in an Army uniform defending my 
right to free speech. That is the very thing we are here to defend, Sir. Iam only being honest 
with you. I am repeating to you what I was raised all my life to believe; that we are free men, 
dependent upon our willingness to defend our liberty at any cost. I didn’t go to Canada or 
Sweden or underground to avoid being here. I came voluntarily to learn for myself what this war 
is worth. I disagree vehemently with what is going on here now that I know. The first duty I 
have is to be honest with myself and to do the will of God. This war is evil in my opinion. It 
represents everything I was taught to deplore in civics classes when I was just a kid. That’s all 
I’m saying here, Sir. Before I was a soldier, I was a civilian with very deeply instilled beliefs, 
from my life in New Hampshire, that we are free men. I just don’t think now is any different 
from then.” 


I stood there and watched the uniform that Colonel White was wearing melt off his body and 
change into a straw hat and overalls. His face softened. His eyes turned kind. For that brief 
moment we were just two farmers forking hay onto a wagon at the end of a long, hot, sweaty day 
heading back to the house for vanilla ice-cream, strawberry short-cake, and lemonade. 


“You're right. P’ll be in touch. You’re dismissed.” 


When the orders came down, Colonel White fined me $170.00 divided between two months pay 
period and a suspended bust from E-4 to E-2, unless I screwed up during that next two months. 


I did. 
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Chapter 3 - Hell has an Ugly Face 


Several weeks went by after the second concert at Rock and Roll Park was cancelled. I hadn‘t 
thought about the warning the chef had given me to leave Augusta. In my mind there was no 
reason to be concerned. Why would I think about getting busted when I knew there was no 
evidence that I had broken the law in any way. The police never found me in possession of 
marijuana. I always kept my smoke well hidden and didn’t drive around stoned or smoke with 
anyone I didn’t trust. We did smoke in the lab during the work-day though. The place was so 
hot from the three big gas-fired furnaces that we used to test product that another noxious odor 
was impossible to detect. There were a lot of dark shadows to hide in also. Even then, the 
foreman was always snooping around suspiciously trying to catch us. We laughed him off 
unconcerned. He was about to retire anyway. The old gander was as skinny as a string bean. 
He was mean too. He wasn’t threatening. He wanted the job done right. That was it with him; 
have a good time just do the work right! I loved my job. 


Thad my life very well together. Patricia Bryan bought me a gift of stoneware dinner service 
that I enjoyed setting the table with. Her friends invited me to join their food coop. They took 
the time to teach me how to buy and store whole grains, flour, beans, seeds and nuts, and 
granola. I always prepared well rounded meals every night after work including fresh baked 
bread or rolls and vegetables. The lunch room at Babcock and Wilcox had a microwave oven 
that provided a hot meal at lunch of leftovers from the night before. Everyone at the lab was 
envious of what I ate every day, but they really didn’t care for my lectures about good nutrition. 
Nutrition Almanac was my bible; not the only book I read, but one of the most important books 
in my bookcase. I had reached a point in my life where balancing my body and mind with 
healthy nutrients had become paramount. My soul had already been tested. I was happy with 
myself and my world. I loved my music, job, car, and friends. I especially loved the apartment 
in the attic of the old Southern mansion overlooking the Savannah River and the forests between 
the rooftop and South Carolina in the near distance. 


All that happiness was suddenly lost early one evening when I answered a knock at the door. 


The Arrest- 
“Ray Sanborn, I’m detective Wayne and this is Officer McCavelly. We have a warrant for your 
arrest and a warrant to search your house.” 


“Come in.” 


I walked to the stove to turn off the burners when the detective told me it was OK to finish my 
meal. 


“May I sit down?” 
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“Yes, please do.” I was surprised with the politeness and lack of violence. Officer McCavelly 
carefully searched around the living-room. I hardly noticed him; he was so silent. I offered the 
detective a plate. He wasn’t hungry. He was kind. 


“T like the way you have the stairwell setup with all those gadgets. I expected something to 
reach out and bite me on the way up. Did you hear us coming?” 


“No, I just decorated the windows and walls for fun. The microphones and speakers aren’t wired 
up to anything.” 


“Where are you originally from?” 
“T grew up in New Hampshire.” 
“T’m from Rhode Island.” 


I couldn’t believe what was going on. It was not registering that I’d heard they had an arrest 
warrant. The detective politely waited until I cleared the table before they took me to jail. It was 
unbelievable. 


When I walked through the barred gate a few fellas leaning against the walls shot me a warning 
sign not to get near them. There weren’t a lot of options on the floor for sitting down. A jailer 
came to the gate. 


“Mellons, get up here!” the jailer yelled. 


I was pushed out of the way as a fat, tall inmate in jail clothing lumbered off the wall. I sat down 
relieved to find space in a neutral spot on the floor. Soon there was more yelling outside the cell 
and we all listen as the jailers bounced the fat guy off the walls and proceeded to maul him pretty 
bad. They let him back in bleeding about the face. He slumped to the floor in the middle of the 
room and covered his head with his moistened shirt. I was careful not to make eye contact with 
anyone. Looked like a rough bunch of men to me; mostly drunks. No blacks. There were a few 
guys in the crowded concrete room that reminded me of myself. 


“Hey!” this bad-ass redneck flexed his neck muscles and stared me down with a threatening 
swing of his beefy arm. 


“T run this place; got it. You start any trouble you answer to me. You give anyone any trouble; 
you'll be laying there next to fatso bleeding too. So keep your mouth shut and stay out of the 
way.” 


I didn’t have any trouble understanding the house rules! All I wanted to know was how I was 
ever going to get out of that place. 
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Hell has an ugly face! 


Out on Bail; Trial, Conviction, and Sentencing- 

Bill and Patricia Bryan were vacationing off the coast of South Carolina at Hilton Head Island 
when they heard that I was in jail. They later joked that it would be a good idea to leave me in 
jail for a while so I could get a good taste of Southern justice to prepare me for what was to come 
as time went by. They bailed me out two weeks later; said they had a great vacation. I was 
happy for them. 


Bill had a plan when he showed up to take me to his place for lunch. He wanted to know if I 
would be interested in doing a test case for the ACLU (American Civil Liberties Union) and 
NORML (National Organization for the Reform of Marijuana Laws) for police entrapment. I 
said that I would consider doing a test case. He was thrilled about that. We had an appointment 
with a lawyer set up for the following week. 


Seventy-two people were arrested that weekend on drug warrants generated by three undercover 
agents brought in from West Virginia to work with the Augusta police department. The very 
friendly couple that moved into the apartment next door to my girlfriend Barbara, while I was in 
Rochester, were undercover police. 


Southern justice allowed that for $400 I could have the charges dropped. Everyone else bought 
their way out except for one guy who wasn’t given the offer because he was also charged with 
selling LSD, and me. 


When I went back to work at Babcock and Wilcox there was an effort by the higher-ups to get 
me fired. Dave White, the Quality Control Supervisor, defended me with the comment that a 
man was innocent until proven guilty. He also defended me when I put a sign in the window of 
the lab that read, “Peace & Love.” 


“What’s wrong with peace and love?” he asked. 
I continued to hold my job until the trial. 


I was surprised to find a young Black man sitting in the booth when Bill and I went to the 
restaurant to meet the ACLU/NORML lawyer that was to defend me in the test case for police 
entrapment. He was one of only eleven Black lawyers in the entire state of Georgia in 1972. 
After we talked for a while I trusted him without reservation. He explained that I would be 
found guilty at trial; but, that he would file an appeal for police entrapment that would get me 
released from county jail in about two weeks after they locked me up. I agreed to do the test 
case. 


Sanborn / Tales of an Alley Cat / 32 


The trial lasted for ten hours. We had a hung jury on our hands that apparently didn’t want to 
see me go to jail. The judge insisted they come to a unanimous vote. The second time the jury 
entered the courtroom they asked to hear the law that I had broken read to them again. The 
District Attorney stood up and read the charges against me and the law that I had broken to the 
jury again. When the jury came out for the third time they found me guilty for possession and 
sale of marijuana. 


My attorney stood up and demanded a mistrial because the District Attorney had read the 
charges against me correctly, but he had read the wrong law that applied to those charges. The 
judge raised his gavel and slammed it loudly upon his bench. 


“Request over-ruled!” he shouted. 
I was immediately led handcuffed to a side room and left standing in a steel cage. 
This is how the Augusta Chronicle reported the trial (note they misspelled my last name): 


Wednesday Morning, February 28, 1973 

Stiff sentences were passed by juries in Richmond County Superior Court Tuesday on cases 
of possession and selling marijuana. A 24-year-old Augusta man, Ray H. Sanford Jr. of 2250 
Kings Way, was sentenced to one year in prison and a $1,000 fine by Judge Edwin D. Fulcher on 
the recommendation of the jury. Sanborn’s lawyer had pleaded entrapment by law enforcement 
undercover agents because a young man his client sold the drug to was a narcotics agent. 

Three men arrested by county narcotics agents in a raid that netted four “lids” (small, ounce 
bags of marijuana) also were sentenced. 

District Attorney Richard E. Allen called on the jury to “make an example of these men. Let 
the people know —what’s gonna happen to them if they deal with this stuff.” 

Lawyers for the defendants asked that the jury keep in mind that for two of the defendants 
this was a first offense. After deliberating for 45 minutes, the jury returned to sentence Harold 
A. Marks Jr. and James T. Moran to six months in prison and a $1,000 fine. A third man, James 
O. Strother, was sentenced to three years in prison. All were charged with possession of 
marijuana. 


I spent two weeks in county jail at Tobacco Road Correctional Institute before I was released on 
bail based on the appeal for police entrapment. My attorney had successfully negotiated the 
charges against me down from a felony to a misdemeanor. Richmond County had three months 
to either retry the case or drop the charges against me. I went on with my life confident that I 
would never see the inside of a courtroom again. 
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Alley Cat following his conviction for possession & sale of marijuana during test case for 
ACLU/NORML Augusta, GA. °49 Chevy purring to the right of photo. 


Nine months passed while I worked and played without word of a new trial. I was a free Yankee 
in Georgia. I felt I had voluntarily stood ready with drawn sword long enough in the Peach Tree 
state. Wisdom, Justice, and Moderation were served and protected. I had upheld the Georgia 
state motto long enough. I was ready to move to Portland, Oregon. I gave Babcock and Wilcox 
my two week notice. 


There was a secretary at the Quality Control Laboratory who was determined to move to 
Portland also. It was literally her lifetime dream to move to the West coast. We talked about 
moving to Portland every week during lunch hour. 


{Author’s note: Neither Platinum nor I can remember her name. She will play an important role 
in my future though. Let’s just call her Sally. Platinum is disappointed with herself but “it’s just 
a tale, right Platinum?” My dismissive attitude hurts her feelings. She leaps off my lap, runs 
across the room, and wiggles out her window. There she sits looking back at me disgusted that I 
am willing to overlook such an important detail as the name of the secretary that was to change 
the course of my future. Platinum is especially dedicated to accurate detail. I feel bad but 
compromises have to be made. Sally will do!} 


Sally had photos of Portland that she had taken on vacation that reminded me of my 30 day 
military leave that I spent there when I returned from Vietnam. The images made my heart ache 
for the people I loved in Portland who had so generously helped heal my heart and mind after the 
war, in September and October of 1970. They were the beautiful people; the flower children 
from the ‘Summer of Love’; the ‘Woodstock generation’; peacemakers; heads! 


Flashback to my 1“ time in Portland 1970 (prior to discharge) 

When I arrived in Portland on leave from Vietnam, I was traveling with a head that had 
smuggled a pound and a half of opium disguised as the top shelf in his footlocker. A Vietnamese 
“papasan’ pressed the opium into the shape of the shelf and repapered the footlocker to look 
normal to the custom agents at Fort Lewis. We were on our way to Las Angeles when we caught 
the connecting bus to Portland. We decided to stay a few days before traveling on to his parent’s 
home in Anaheim, CA. Disneyland could wait; we wanted to have some fun immediately, that 
day. 
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He tore off a big chunk of the black-stick opium and gave it to me. He stuffed his pockets and 
we headed for uptown. There were hippies everywhere. Musicians lined the streets playing for 
spare change. It seemed to me the people were going wild with happiness. I wanted a hit of 
LSD. There was a hippy sitting on the street outside a head-shop tripping his eyes out when I 
asked him if he would trade me a hit for some opium. He ignored me at first, but came running 
up the street with patches flapping and ringing bells on his bell-bottom jeans jangling on the 
sidewalk over his bare, dirty feet. 


“You got opium, man? I ain’t never had no opium.” He loudly declared. 


Did we have opium? You bet we had opium, buddy. He had a little bottle of LSD. Buckle-up, 
we’re going for a ride! 


My Army buddy decided to head for LA that day. I stayed in Portland; hung out with the bell- 
bottom hippy. We tripped around town for days together until I became familiar with the streets 
and the cool places to crash at night. The Northwest side of Portland was one big commune. 
House after house was shared with anyone who could afford to pay for a bedroom, an attic space, 
or a spot on the floor. I literally wandered from house to house just walking through open doors 
into welcome arms day and night for the next six weeks, tripping everyday on LSD. Eventually I 
needed to drop around 10,000 micrograms of LSD to reach a full hallucination peak. In those 
days one hit of LSD was 1600 ‘mics’. I was dropping six or seven hits just to get off. 


I got along best in a commune-house run by Dirk, although I rented an attic space on another 
street. Dirk had girl-friends galore; one of them lived in the attic right next to me. Dirk taught 
me telepathy, and I taught her telepathy. I projected “I love you” silently. She spoke those exact 
words back to me. Beginning with that exchange, our minds and hearts flowed together. We 
were both believers, and we were not alone. The streets were crawling with telepathic heads 
streaming how they felt and what they had to say without speaking a word out loud. The straight 
people never interfered with us. The police were friendly. The freedom flowing in Portland was 
miraculous beyond belief. I walked the streets day and night without the slightest hint of fear. 


One day my attic-mate and I were meditating together, communicating telepathically, when 
suddenly I leapt into the consciousness of the full Creation expressing itself in a brilliant ovoid of 
magnificent light and love. I lost consciousness of my individuality completely. I became 
nothing; Creation became everything. 


Dirk and his commune decided to move to the country. They found a small, deserted ranch 
about 29 miles north in Scappoose, Oregon located in a forest overlooking the Columbia River. 
They didn’t have the money to rent the place, so a couple of us drove up to Fort Lewis, 
Washington where I could withdraw money from my Army pay. That was a sensation. There 
we were dressed like hippies in the middle of a military fort looking for money. I go it. We 
were followed by a helicopter off the fort. Then, twenty miles away it disappeared. 
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I was soon AWOL again. 


I dropped a hit of STP five days after arriving in Portland. LSD has a peak effect of from three 
hours to five or six hours of intense hallucinations. On STP you hallucinate for three days, 
twenty-four hours a day; intently! I had a death experience. I met Jesus and the angels. I 
accepted dying without fear. I reached another level of freedom; a leap across the abyss. 


The Upanishads say: Where heaven and Earth meet there is a space wide as a razor’s edge or a 
fly’s wing through which one may pass to another world. 


When my mind really started to peak with maximum alpha-wave activity, strange things started 
happening around me that suggested quantum-leaps in my state of consciousness. I found I was 
able to affect the surrounding electromagnetic fields, from street-lights to the minds of strangers 
driving around in their cars. I felt an affinity with everything that moved (vibrated) on an atomic 
level right down to the energy surrounding atoms in plants. I felt like I had complete control of 
everything going on around me in such a way that I could influence any outcome that I wished to 
perceive in my mind. I could stand on the sidewalk and change the street-lights from green to 
red. I could cause motorists to pull over to the side of the street by simply suggesting it 
telepathically. 


There was a cop parked at a 7-11 market that I walked up to and asked if he understood the 
power of love. He actually took my question seriously, but really didn’t understand what I was 
asking. I told him that I was filled with a very great power of love. He doubted me. 


“You see that car over there driving up the hill; Pll pull it over to the sidewalk” I told the cop. 


He smiled, doubting me until the car did in fact begin to pull to the right and then swerve back 
onto the street. The cop just smiled. I looked at the doubt he obviously had and then I 
telepathically pulled the car to the side of the street and stopped it. Then I pointed to the traffic 
light and flashed it from green to red, back to green, and walked away. 


The intensity of these vibrations continued to grow to the point where if I got disturbed by 
something, the Earth under my feet actually quaked. I was so concerned about keeping my 
thoughts and feelings as pure as possible that I rapidly walked out of the Northwest side 
neighborhood up through the hills past the Portland Rose Gardens toward the Veteran’s Hospital. 
My heart was palpitating very erratically. I did my best to control the beats; slowing them down; 
trying to avoid creating an Earthquake. I felt Portland was in danger. I needed to get into the 
hills above the city so that the vibration waves that I was radiating could pass over the valley 
without causing damage. 


I broke through the woods onto the back, dark, deserted, parking lot of the hospital. There was 
not a soul or car in sight. The parking lot lights were on because it was around 9:30 PM. As I 
walked towards the rear of the hospital the only door on the entire wall suddenly burst open and 
there stood an armed guard reaching for his gun! I was a good 75 feet away. I quickly raised my 
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arms straight to the sky. The door closed and the guard disappeared. I walked up to the door, 
entered unopposed, and found my way to the emergency room. I had reached the University 
Hospital instead of the VA hospital. 


I told the nurses my story. They wanted to know if I was doing speed. My heart was racing 
rapidly. My mind was calm. There was nothing they could do for me. Because I was a walk-in 
patient with no way home, they called for a police cruiser to pick me up. When I got into the 
front seat of the cruiser, I was met by the cop that I had talked to about the power of love earlier 
that day. 


“When the call came over the radio I knew it was you! What’s happening?” 
I told him my story. He believed me and completely understood. 
“Things are going wild downtown too.” He told me matter-of-factly. 


“We had this one guy come racing down the street in his car, jump the curb and fly straight 
through the showroom window of the Meier & Frank department store. I don’t know what’s 
causing it, but it sure is a crazy night.” 


He pulled up to my house and let me out. 


1»? 


“Hey, take it easy, OK? Don’t let your heart get out of control. Stay cool 
The cop drove away and I never saw him again. 


I used the money that I’d withdrawn from my account at Fort Lewis to rent the ranch in 
Scappoose. I lived in the attic again with the same room-mate I had in town. She was one of 
Dirk’s girlfriends. She and I had a very special limited relationship. When I decided to catch a 
ride to Carmel to seek the advice of an attorney who helped soldiers get out of the Army, I left 
all my belongings from Vietnam with her for safe keeping. I am sure she still has everything I 
left with her safely packed away. I never saw her again; nor was I able to return to Portland after 
reaching Carmel. I did meet with the attorney. He told me if I stayed AWOL for another two 
weeks, totaling 30 days, the Army would reassign me to the West Coast and I wouldn’t have to 
return to Fort Gordon, Georgia. 


I stood on the outskirts of Carmel trying to hitch-hike a ride out of town when the same attorney 
I'd seen earlier picked me up around 3:00 o’clock that afternoon on his way to San Francisco. 
He had been a helicopter pilot in Vietnam assigned to the 1“ Brigade of the 101“ Airborne 
Division. I knew exactly where his aviation company was located at Camp Eagle. We had a 
great ride up the Coast Highway in his convertible sports car. After we’d talked a while, he 
offered to take a short detour to his house overlooking the Pacific and pick up the last hit of 
Stanley Owsley LSD that he’d been saving in his freezer for a special occasion. A special 
occasion had arrived. He told me when to drop it before we reached Garden Gate Park at Haight 
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Street so that I could begin the trip after getting well settled in. He gave me a couple phone 
numbers to call if I needed help. Nicest guy in the world. I didn’t call for his help but I sure 
wished I could have. 


I was sitting on a bench near the steps leading into the park when the LSD started kicking in. 
Approaching me were two mounted policeman moving in perfect step with one another. Their 
horses were well under control; the tack and grooming impeccable. When they saw my suitcase 
with the New Hampshire sticker they wanted to know what was inside. Laying on the top of my 
clothes were military records showing that I was AWOL. I was arrested and dumped in a cage 
of the Combined Armed Forces Holding Facility in Chinatown. On the way there the officer in 
the passenger seat told me that a police station near where they arrested me was bombed a few 
months prior. They weren’t taking any chances with that happening again. 


I wasn’t in jail ten minutes when in marched a high-ranking government agent dressed in a silk 
suit followed by a long line of military soldiers descending in rank from colonel down to staff 
sergeant. There I was standing in the cage in a black t-shirt and jeans tripping on a hit of Owsley 
with the biggest smile and dilated eyes known to man. Everyone broke into a smile as they 
paraded by on their way to inspect the rest of the jail. The MPs hustled me out of there in a 
flash. I spent the next few days at the Presidio stockade until ‘direct orders’ were cut for my 
immediate return to Fort Gordon, Georgia Military Police School Training Battalion. 

Company B, here I come! 

...end of ‘Flashback to my 1” time in Portland 1970’ narrative 


I found myself finally planning to leave for Portland once again. It was a Friday night just a few 
days before I planned to leave for Portland once again, when I went out to about six bars to 
party. It was a wild night. I felt I deserved a wild night on the town after keeping my nose to the 
grindstone for close to a year. I dropped a hit of LSD about 2:00 AM, breaking one of my rules 
not to mix alcohol and drugs. By the time the sun rose I had literally lost my mind. It took 
standing in front of a mirror most of the next day examining myself before I knew who I was 
again. Big mistake; too wild even for me. 


I spent Sunday packing and getting ready for my final work-week at the lab. I had three days to 
work before I headed for Portland. All I had to do was stay cool a few more days and I’d be out 
of Georgia for good. I could already smell the crisp Fall air blowing across the Willamette River 
through the downtown streets 


When I got to work on Monday morning I found everyone excited for me. All I had talked about 
for nine months was moving to Oregon. Sally was expecting to stay in touch and meet up with 
me some time in the near future. She hadn’t given her notice yet because of her husband’s job. 

It was just a matter of time before we'd all be living together on the West Coast. 


“Ray Sanborn, report to the office.” A call came over the intercom system. The head office 
wanted to wish me well too. 
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Not!!! 


Two plain-clothes sheriffs were waiting to arrest me in the lobby for the previous marijuana 
conviction nine months earlier. The only trip I was taking was straight to Tobacco Road for six 
months behind bars. Georgia justice had finally kicked into gear. The Yankee from New 
Hampshire wasn’t as free as he thought he was. No amount of pleading from anyone at Babcock 
and Wilcox could convince the sheriffs to let me go. They did allow me to go unescorted to the 
49 Chevy waiting in the parking lot to get my bible from the glove-box. I told the old boy 
Portland would have to wait. I never saw the old ’49 Chevy again. 


A Good Taste of Southern Justice- 
The Tobacco Road county jail warden sat on a stool in the supply room next to his spittoon 
surrounded by uniformed guards delighted that they were locking up a Yankee. 


“What makes you think you can come down here raising hell, eh boy? Get them clothes off now 
and put on the stripes; you gonna be here for a while.” 


He spat with a perverted grin that reflected off the faces of his deputies standing there hoping I’d 
give them a reason to slap me around some. I was able to palm a twenty dollar bill from my sock 
to the prison socks without being noticed. They thought my nervousness was caused by their 
intimidation. They could believe whatever they wanted. I sat on that dressing stool wound up 
like a coiled spring under a well-controlled tension they couldn’t possibly understand. It’s easy 
to be tough when no one’s firing back. I stood up visualizing I was in a deep foxhole covered by 
a thick overgrowth of intertwining barbed vines. I buttoned up the sleeves of the black and white 
stripped canvas shirt, ready to be led to the cells. I switched off half my brain and half my heart; 
took a martial arts persona, and marched in step obediently out into muggy Georgia sunlight. 

The guards shoved me through the door of the prison newspaper printing office and slammed the 
door behind me. Three sullen prisoners immediately rejected my presence. The half-lit, tiny, 
gloomy room stunk from bad breath. The only place to move to was up against the door that had 
just slammed against my back. 


“We don’t need any help in here boy! Get out of here.” I was violently thrown away from the 
only exit in the room onto the floor, stepped over by a madman who rushed out screaming like a 
dust devil whirling in a rage. 


The other two prisoners sat frozen to their shared desk like icicles hanging from the eves of a 
deep winter freeze. They were easy to ignore, suppressed in their pressured silence without a 
drop of concern dripping from their pale faces covered with a black and red shadowy light 
emanating off the glossy walls covered in stinky ink. I stood up brushing off my rumpled 
introduction to the staff of the monthly publication of ‘Tobacco Road Times’. 
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It seemed I had a personality conflict on my hands with the publisher of a rag that mopped up the 
shallow message from an administration mandated to provide some form of prison propaganda 
disguised as “educational entertainment.” One of us would surely have to go. Within moments I 
knew that it was going to be me. The door burst open with the thrust of an arm that reached 
inside grabbing me by the collar. I was pushed into another concrete steel-barred building 
housing medical transferees and misfits on their way to thicker hell-holes built to hold the 
tattooed souls of lifers confined to die without any hope of ever walking free again. I was 
ordered to strip and shower. I dried off only to be hosed down by flea spray from head to toe and 
back again until my eyes stung with the nauseating film of chemical pesticide. I felt like a bug 
myself; or more accurately, a wing-plucked, flying southern roach capable of being stripped of 
even my legs, and surviving. No doom could befall me that I wasn’t prepared to survive. I had 
six months and eight days left before my heart and mind could be reactivated back to full 
function. Compared to the lifers committed to no hope except for escape, I was down for an 
afternoon breeze. I found an empty bottom bunk, tossed my blanket and pillow, flopped down, 
and covered my eyes with a set of blue sunglasses that had miraculously survived the strip- 
search earlier that day. I fell into an easy visualization of lapping waves laughing across the 
warm white sands of a tropical beach waiting for me to arrive somewhere in my future. 


The section of the prison I was housed in was called the Hospital Ward. It served as a 
marketplace and transit point. The prisoners were the merchandise traded back and forth 
between Wardens competing for operating funds which they used for capital improvements. 
There was a widely held rumor circulating around that the improvements benefited everyone 
except the prisoners. I hadn’t been locked up long enough to discover if there was any value at 
all in the cheap talk being thrown around during daily card games, but I suspected that for all the 
lies and exaggerations being bantered around by con-artists gambling for cigarettes that they 
understood one simple fact; entrepreneurs out in the free world would eventually realize that 
privately held prisons would eventually compete with state prisons and become quite profitable. 
Unlike other commodities, prison populations were easy to grow. I mean, there I was in a county 
correctional facility, victimized by undercover cops who asked me to do them a favor and go to a 
neighbor’s house, who was a well known drug dealer, to pick them up a $10.00 bag of pot so 
they could make two arrests instead of one, and in the process wipe out a Yankee agitator 
messing with Southern justice; charge him with breaking one law, and then convict him for 
breaking a completely different law, and then over-rule the objections of his defense lawyer. I 
was being punished with a prison sentence of six months eight days confinement and a thousand 
dollar fine for transferring a $10.00 product, from which I gained no profit at all, to a secret 
police force bent on filling prisons with, in my case anyway, a decorated Vietnam combat 
veteran who they considered to be a menace to society. My only experience with smoking pot 
prior to going to Vietnam was at several homecoming parties, just after I graduated from high 
school, for returning Vietnam veterans coming home to New Hampshire. I had spent two and a 
half years on my own as a legally emancipated adult at 16 years old, with meager help from 
anyone, completed high school, and gone on to college as an Upward Bound student in 1967 
with eleven other New Hampshire high school graduates considered to be “brilliant but socially 
deprived”. I sat there in prison feeling there was some pretty poorly misconstrued justice 
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floating around in Georgia. How many wars is one person expected to fight at one time in 
America? Oh well! I was a volunteer. 


One of the trustee snitches wanted to talk to me one day through the bars so I decided to wander 
over and accommodate his curiosity. 


“What are you in here for?” he asked. 

“Marijuana.” 

“Where you from?” 

“New Hanpshire.” 

“What are you doing in Georgia?” 

“Army.” 

“Vietnam?” 

“Vea.” 

“What did you do in Vietnam?” 

“T was a point man in an infantry unit and a visual tracker.” 

‘“What’s a visual tracker do?” 

“T was on a three-man team that tracked the enemy when they disappeared into the jungle.” 
“Hey, I’m a tracker for the prison. Whenever there’s an escape I help track him down. You 
could be a tracker too! I don’t live here ina cell. I live in a house with my own room. ma 
trustee. You could be a trustee too. We eat good. I got my own television and radio, and I wear 
civilian clothes. Think about it. I could get you out of here right now if you wanted to be a 
tracker too. You want to?” 

“T don’t know. I'll think about it and get back to you.” 

At first I was excited about the good news. I quickly changed my attitude when one of the 
inmates clarified the situation for me. A trustee was despised by everyone, ignored, and held in 
the highest contempt; a traitor. The next time I saw the snitch I told him I wasn’t interested. He 


spread the word around that there was a combat tracker in the Hospital Ward who he was trying 
to recruit as a trustee. When I was transferred to the smaller of the two prison sections holding 
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the permanent inmates everyone knew that I had been offered my own room in a house and 
turned it down. Gaining that little bit of honor among the 78 men held in the long narrow 
cellblock gave me the edge I needed to gain the trust of the inmates. Actually it elevated me up 
to a certain hero status. When the conversation got around to my refusal to be a trustee not one 
inmate that I talked to would have refused the offer. I had become a fool and a hero at the same 
time. It was a situation I had to learn to overcome. I let it ride. It really didn’t matter one way 
or the other what they thought of me as long as no one gave me any trouble. No one did! 


The cell was organized so that the Blacks bunked in the back near the toilets and the Whites who 
had the most seniority bunked up front at the gate. The metal bunks were double tiered. Bottom 
bunks were most sought after. It took me nearly the entire six months to reach the bottom bunk, 
second in from the gate. 


My first work assignment after I got thrown out of the newspaper office was on a seven man 
road repair crew that traveled around Richmond County everyday in a van driven by one guard. 
The lifers and long-termers wore chains and were guarded by a crew of shotgun toting guards on 
large, recycled passenger buses. They were the typical road gang inmates you see in the movies. 
Every morning the entire prison population lined up by crews on the back parking lot and were 
accounted for and then loaded onto the work vehicles. The most dangerous inmates were loaded 
first and driven away before the rest of us boarded our vehicles. 


The first day I went out on the road our crew was building hot asphalt curbing along the streets 
in the rich part of Augusta. Two of us stood on the steaming asphalt in the back of a dump truck 
taking turns tossing shovels of hot asphalt into an automatic curbing machine running alongside 
the dump truck. Every fifteen minutes the guard would switch one of the inmates on the truck 
with an inmate walking behind the truck waiting his turn. I wasn’t allowed to leave the truck for 
the entire day! Everyone kept watching me wondering when I was going to start whining 
because they were all taking turns escaping the horrid fumes and burning feet every fifteen 
minutes, and I was kept on the truck shoveling. We had our thirty minute lunch and I was back 
on the truck. 


“Just how tough are you boy?” everyone wondered as the day grew longer and hotter. They 
watched me spend the entire eight hours without complaining once. I visualized myself that 
entire day lounging beside a cool, deep swimming pool surrounded by beautiful women. Every 
now and then I’d peer through my blue sunglasses at the guard and inmates watching and waiting 
for me to blow-up in an angry rage. I could have; but, the water in the pool was just too cool. 


One morning during the first two weeks of lining up into road crews behind the prison a dispute 
broke out between bosses. Our boss was issued an old dump truck that needed a brake job. The 
warden had been procrastinating spending money to have the brakes replaced. One of the bosses 
said that the truck was unsafe to drive. The last time he took it out his crew had a hard time 
bringing it to a stop. It was supposed to have been repaired. The warden refused to listen. 
Johnny Touchstone and I rode away in the bed of the truck with three men in the cab. Our boss 
followed in the van. Our job for that day was pick-axing a frost heave that caused a huge bump 
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on the same street we had poured the curbing. Our picks bounced off the hardened asphalt like 
tennis balls. We had to drive hand chisels into the cracks followed by pry bars to remove the 
tiniest chunks. Johnny kept saying something was wrong the whole day. He could feel it; that 
something real bad was going to happen that day. It took seven of us all day to remove the same 
bump a tractor could have removed in twenty minutes. 


We were heading up the highway doing about fifty miles an hour when we turned onto Tobacco 
Road. The intersection was divided by an island surrounded by curbing. The dump truck brakes 
failed as we took the turn. The driver forced the dump truck around the corner; both side wheels 
of the truck rammed into the curbing. 


“Here we go!” yelled Johnny. 


He was leaning against the tailgate. I was facing the island when the dump truck flipped. 
Johnny was thrown off sideways head-over-heels. I went straight off the back. I balanced the 
fall with my arms held straight over my head with my toes pointed towards the road. I slammed 
onto the road completely collapsing down to my face. I rolled once onto my feet and dove to 
avoid getting crushed by the truck. It skidded to a screeching halt without flipping again. I 
crawled off the road to avoid getting run over by another vehicle. Johnny wasn’t so lucky. He 
didn’t get hit but he certainly couldn’t crawl off the road. The prisoners in the cab crawled out 
with only bruises. 


I was lying on the side of the road when the assistant warden drove up. 
“You'll do anything for attention won’t you Sanborn.” He said chidingly. 


Johnny and I were loaded into a van and take to the hospital in handcuffs. The blood was wiped 
off but no x-rays were taken. We were quickly hustled back to the prison. I couldn’t open my 
left arm beyond a forty-five degree angle or stand up straight. My left hand would not operate at 
all; the fingers were frozen stiff. I slept on the top bunk. Someone helped me get in and out. I 
had to lie on my back with my knees up and my arms folded across my stomach. The bunks 
were narrow so there was no room at my side to rest my arms. 


Johnny was hurt real bad. The swelling at the base of his head above his shoulders made him 
look like a hunch-back. He couldn’t walk without assistance and then he could only shuffle his 
feet a few inches at a time. 


A raucous uproar began to percolate close to a riot after two weeks passed after the accident 
because Johnny and I were suffering so badly. We were driven back to the hospital for x-rays. 
My left hand and elbow were fractured. I was given a sling. They did nothing for Johnny, and 
we received no medication. 


“T’m going to close this prison down when I get out of here! I’m going to sue you out of 
existence! Your days are over, buddy! I'll be free and you all will be without jobs! You’re 
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finished! You are done for! You get it, pal? Done for!” I screamed in rage and ranted all the 
way back to the prison. 


Johnny sat silently in the front seat with his head forced forward, unable to utter a word. When 
we arrived back at the prison Johnny was put back into the main population. I was put into an 
empty isolation cell within sight of the front office through a door at the end of a hallway outside 
the warden’s office so he could keep an eye on me. I hung the blanket from the top bunk over 
the end of the bunks so he couldn’t see me when I was sitting or sleeping. One morning about a 
month later I was marched up to an office on the second floor. The warden had called Bill Bryan 
to come in and tell me to cool it down; try to cooperate. Instead, I insisted to him that there was 
no way I’d ever not sue the prison when I got out! At first I didn’t notice the intercom system 
sitting on the desk until it squeaked. Whoever was on the other end heard the entire 
conversation. 


Three meals a day were delivered to the cell. I ate only enough so that the tray appeared 
untouched. Twenty seven days went by and everyone thought I must be starving to death. The 
inmate who brought me breakfast on the twenty eighth day gave me a warning. 


“Be careful today, Sanborn! They’ve got something special lined up for you.” 
A guard opened the gate. 


“Let’s go boy.” He said sarcastically. I shuffled into the hall half bent over with my arm ina 
sling. Four or five guards stood around the double doors leading to the back yard. Not a soul 
stood standing on the pavement. The yard was empty except for me and the faint pink clouds 
welcoming the sunrise. I was directed to get on board one of the buses used to carry the inmates 
that were shackled by chains and guarded with shotguns while they worked hacking the brush 
along the state highways. 


I hobbled towards the bus without uttering a word. When I got halfway to the bus the warden 
screamed out “Get back here you son-of-a-bitch!” 


They left me standing in the isolation cell disappointed that I had not rebelled. Their plan was to 
charge me with insubordination. That way they could automatically send me to the “big house’. 
They figured I’d last there about twenty minutes before I got wasted. 


The bell rang for morning duty. A few minutes later a guard came for me. Their excited voices 
rose in a hushed crescendo as I took my place beside the four inmates standing at attention. 
They didn’t look that dangerous to me. Standing with them was a guard with a holstered 45 
caliber sidearm. He nodded his head with what looked like a friendly smile. I was totally 
confused. What was all this about. 


A major protocol change occurred that morning when the ‘Board of Education’ van was allowed 
to load and exit the yard before any other crew. I was bewildered by the raised fists and cheers 
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as we drove away. The warden’s face looked like a shriveled beet with squinting eyes as he 
nodded to the guard driving the van. My apprehension was soon relieved when we got out on 
the road and the conversation revealed that the warden was the father of the guard. 


“Where we working today, Boss?” A jolly overweight middle-aged inmate seemed overly 
excited to know the answer. 


“We’re replacing a section of fencing that got mowed down by a bus at the Hillcrest Middle 
School on Jackson Avenue. We’ll be there all day.” 


I didn’t talk, just listened. It became apparent that we would not only be working at a middle 
school on that day; but, that this work-gang was in-fact assigned to the Richmond County Board 
of Education. We worked at schools every day. We ate school lunch every day. Now that was a 
big deal. When I first arrived at Tobacco Road and began eating what they served, I got so 
stopped up I was unable to use the toilet for two weeks. Every meal consisted of black-eyed 
peas, corn bread and molasses, mustard greens, and coffee that tasted like it was brewed from 
dried shoe soles. Now, I understood what all the excitement was about when we drove away 
from the prison that morning. We ate the same lunch served to the middle school children. We 
sat in the kitchen. A tray of mashed potatoes and gravy, mixed vegetables, bread and butter, 
milk and ice cream, and cookies was served to each of us. 


Tobacco Road had a bank into which I had deposited a hefty chunk of cash. I could buy 
anything that was for sale from the [prison] store; and, I could buy pin-joints for a buck each 
from an inmate bunked down at the front gate. I had an AM-FM radio with headphones and 
candy bars stashed in my trunk. The pin-joints were easily concealed in a hundred different 
places. The guards would have had to rip open every seam in my clothing to find them. I 
smoked a pin-joint every night with my small circle of friends and listened to tunes and concerts 
from Atlanta, Augusta, and Macon. The Allman Brothers, Goose Creek Symphony, Charlie 
Daniels, and Lynyrd Skynyrd bridged the gap between six months of silent emptiness void of 
any food for my soul, to my imagination running wild in the cheering crowds stomping their feet 
across the South. 


One day a flyer circulated through the prison from the U.S. Jaycees offering to open a prison 
chapter if a thirteen man membership could be formed. Jaycees provide opportunities for young 
men between 18 and 40 to develop personal and leadership skills through service to others. Each 
membership application had to include the $40.00 fee. I sent a note to the warden asking for 
permission to pay for the entire amount. He agreed. 


The Tobacco Road Prison Jaycees held an election and met once a week. The state chapter 
invited our president to attend their annual meeting in Macon. One of our members was from 
Macon. He had grown up and gone to school with members of the Allman Brothers Band. His 
sister also lived in Macon. A few letters were sent and received between him and her, arranging 
for an escape once our Jaycee president reached the convention hall. He was allowed to wear 
civilian clothing so no one was the wiser when he slipped out a side door and disappeared, never 
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to be heard from again. Needless to say, the Tobacco Road Prison Jaycees were forced to 
disband. There was no way to prove conspiracy. The music played on as smoke from tiny pin- 
joints kept burning; minus one very fortunate inmate kicking back somewhere in the living-room 
of his new girlfriend’s house watching TV, sucking brews, and rolling fatties. 


I finally made it to the bottom bed two bunks from the gate when the president of the Tobacco 
Road Jaycees escaped in Macon. The inmate in the first bottom bunk was a convicted murderer, 
a professional hit man. I wasn’t intimidated; didn’t need to be; he was a nice guy and we got 
along great. He started giving me pin-joints for free without extorting favors in return. He was a 
quiet man who despised chit-chat. When he wanted to talk he’d ask me a complicated question 
and ask for a detailed answer, kick back and listen without further comment until I finished 
answering. The conversation would end there. He only wanted one conversation a night. When 
the conversation ended he fell into his customary silence. I never met another person in my life 
who liked to listen as much as he did. That was good for me because I liked to talk. I had to be 
careful how I spoke. He didn’t like cursing or loud noise. He read constantly concentrating 
mostly on esoteric literature by Asian authors. He never offered to loan me his books. He was 
secretive but he did show me where he hid half a fifty dollar bill in the handle of his razor. After 
the president escaped the hit man became my best friend. He called me “Alley Cat’. 


I got a note from the warden’s secretary one day inviting me to her brother’s wedding in Boone, 
North Carolina after I was released from prison. Brownie was marrying Sally’s sister in May 
1973. Brownie sent word to me that I could stay at his place until the wedding day. 


Free Again- 

On the morning of April 11, 1973, I walked out the front door of Tobacco Road Correctional 
Institution a free man. I walked the 14 miles to Bill Bryan’s house. They were expecting me. 
They put me up in a sunny bedroom with a cable TV and stereo system for two weeks until I left 
for the mountains of North Carolina. 


The Bryans closed down my apartment after my arrest. They had the laundry professionally 
cleaned and wrapped, and had loaded all my possessions into a 1965 Volvo. They transferred 
the title and registration into my name and had it ready for the road when we said our final 
goodbyes. We never heard from each other again. 


The Bryans thus became one of a group of people in my life that got lost in the passage of time. 
That practice began when I was three years old and lost my parents for the last time when the 
State of New Hampshire removed me, my brother, and my sister into a permanent foster home. 
As much as I tried I didn’t know enough numbers to count the days left before I would see my 
mother again. After years of counting I just stopped trying anymore. It finally became easier to 
forget than it did to remember her. The calculations became too complicated; the equations 
didn’t match the cards I was being dealt in my young life. 
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I never played with numbers again; as a matter of fact, numbers scare the hell out of me. I have 
surprised myself a few times in life, but for the most part I stay out of heavy traffic when it 
comes to mathematics, and just stick to the alleys. Actually, Platinum is the same way. If she 
lost one of her hind legs she wouldn’t know how many legs she had left to walk on, and it 
wouldn’t matter to her anymore than it does to me. Life goes on. 
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The Volvo was loaded with everything I needed to start life over as I wound through the 
mountains on the way to Booneville, Kentucky. The Volvo purred like a kitten as it approached 
the Great Smoky Mountain National Park straddling North Carolina and Tennessee. Range upon 
range of purple mountains changing hue lofted over kaleidoscopic valleys that fell for miles 
drifting into a misty blue. 


Brownie lived alone on a dilapidated family farm that dated back to the early 1800s. He ran both 
beef and milk cows across the pastures enclosed by collapsing fences in dire need of repair, 
although they seemed to work well enough. The cattle hovered together in small herds 
numbering a couple dozen each. They all faced the same direction steadily chomping their way 
through clover and alfalfa. I pulled into the pot-hole covered driveway and bounced to a stop 
alongside a veranda wrapped, two story farmhouse wearing all the signs of past generations that 
had left their marks upon its fading face. No one was home. I wandered out to the barn through 
scattered relics of rusting machinery that predated rubber wheels by a century. The hay loft was 
still stacked to the hilt. The gutters were nearly spotless. Brownie knew how to work. His 
milking equipment was state-of-the-art stainless steel. His pig pens were even well dressed. 
Brownie was an early riser. 


He arrived home with his fiancé early that evening. 


“Ray, I presume.” He strode forward towering over me by a foot gripping my hand like a bear 
clawing a tree. 


“This is Jessie.” Her shake was gentle and sweet. 


“So they finally let you out, eh? If I were you I’d stay out of Georgia.” That advice kept 
repeating itself wherever I went. I couldn’t agree enough. 


“Come on in. [ll roll one up.” 


I don’t know where he got his tasty weed, but his White Lightening moonshine came from a still 
hidden in a hollow about two miles away through his rhododendron covered forest. He and 
Jessie had been living together for three years beginning after they graduated from Appalachian 
State University. They were both degreed in the environmental sciences during a time when that 
field was just getting off the ground. However, they were both also well versed in Appalachian 
politics, folklore, and music. We spent our days either listening to or playing bluegrass music 
when we weren’t working together doing the daily chores. I knew how to do the farm work. I 
was not a musician. Brownie and Jessie were great musicians. Hardly an evening went by 
without a truckload of locals showing up to play bluegrass on the veranda. By the day of the 
wedding, I had met nearly all the guests. The moonshine ran that day like a streaming waterfall. 
After a couple days of unwinding and shaking off the fog, I packed up and drove away followed 
by an invitation to return whenever the wind blew me that way again. My initiation into 
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Appalachia was well founded upon the social principles that would guide me for the remainder 
of my stay in the Smoky Mountains. I didn’t leave for Portland until October (1973). 


I headed for the Ole Time Fiddler’s & Bluegrass Festival in Union Grove, North Carolina; home 
of the oldest, continuous ole time fiddlers contest in North America. Sally told me about it. I got 
there three days early and set up camp on the stream well away from the main stage. People 
poured in from Maine to California to attend the most beloved music event in the South. The 
Union Grove Fiddlers Convention was started in 1924 as a family festival to preserve traditional 
American music and values. I saw every kind of duds a dude could wear from cowgirl boots to 
bare feet. Everywhere I walked people were fiddling, plucking, and strumming hoping to win 
the contest they had registered to compete in. There were both individual and band competitions 
in gospel, bluegrass, and Old Time. It’s an event every American should experience at least 
once in their life; when they do, they’Il never forget it. You’ll never be so close to down home 
anywhere like you’Il be in Union Grove. 


There wasn’t a bad vibe in the air anywhere to be found the entire time I was there, not even 
when the Hell’s Angels showed up. It did get a little dicey there for a minute or two though, 
until one of the Van Hoy boys asked them to leave. He later said over the PA system that he’d 
met a lot of angels in his life but none finer than the Hell’s Angels he’d talked to that morning. It 
was important that they leave because the Pagan motorcycle gang was there also. That meant 
big trouble if the Hell’s Angels had decided to stay. 


I spent four of the best days of my life at Union Grove. When it was time to leave, I decided to 
follow up on an invitation I had from some students at Appalachian State University to stop by if 
I made it to Booneville. 


I pulled into Booneville and parked on the university campus. I hung out at the Student Center 
and the Mall asking around for a place to crash for the night. I found a student who let me sleep 
on his couch for free for as long as I wanted to stay. I also found a job immediately painting the 
vestry in a local church for a few hours a week. I spent most of my time playing Frisbee and 
hanging out with the students. I spent the rest of the spring [1974] sleeping on the couch and 
painting at the church. When college closed for summer break I had no job and no place to stay, 
so I pitched a tent in the woods at the edge of the campus. The next morning the police showed 
up to find out what I was doing. They said I should talk to the Dean. I did. 


When I told the Dean my story about just getting out of prison in Georgia and what happened to 
put me there, he suggested I use the GI Bill and register as a student for the Fall semester. It was 
the best idea I'd ever heard. Suddenly, I had a future. 


I had to find a job and good fortune stayed with me. Applications and job interviews were being 
taken at Tweetsie Railroad Theme Park in Blowing Rock only a few miles away. When I 
arrived, there were about 75 people waiting in line to apply for one of the 15 available positions. 
The park needed 13 Indians and two outlaws; Frank and Jesse James. The interviewer hired me 
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to play Frank James for the summer. I was a natural outlaw and he knew it. He’d been playing 
the sheriff for a dozen years. 


The sheriff took Jesse and I to Blowing Rock shopping for our costumes. We dressed in all 
black and wore two brass 45 caliber six-shooters that fired very loud blanks. Before the show 
could begin for the summer run, we had to build a hideout shack along the railroad tracks at the 
edge of the woods. When the train stopped to capture the James gang, the passengers found 
themselves enjoying the view of a lake and a herd of horses on one side of the train and the 
sheriff and deputy attacking the hideout shack on the other side of the train. The season started 
out slow with the steam engine pulling only one passenger car. Jesse and I were captured at the 
same time, held under guard on the train, and thrown into jail when the train reached town. As 
the season heated up, Jesse would be in jail and I'd be at the hideout shack waiting to shoot it out 
again for the next show. 


I went wild. I’d take babies out of their mother’s arms and trade them for her purse after 
drawing the 45 on the father and threatening to shoot him. The jail faced the street along the 
boardwalk so the children could taunt the outlaws and their parents could take photos. I always 
broke out of jail and terrorized the crowd causing them to scatter and run for cover. Next I'd 
head for the show palace where the stage was always wired with the best bands money could buy 
entertaining the crowd on the floor and in the balconies. When I strode through the double 
swinging doors into the palace, I demanded attention. If I didn’t get it, I’d fire a few rounds into 
the air causing the crowd to jump and the band to pause; Frank James was in the house; watch 
out for your valuables! After holstering the six-shooter I’d head for the stage to share the 
microphone with whoever was singing for a moment, and then escape out the back door before 
the sheriff or his deputy could capture me in town. I walked a mile up the railroad track and 
waited there to be captured again. The Indians raided the train every time it passed the fort. The 
sheriff and deputy always gave me my 45 so I could help fight them off and then handcuffed me 
to the rail again so I couldn’t escape before reaching the jailhouse. I stole their keys before the 
season was over and spent most of my time on the loose. 


Photos poured in from all over the South from newspaper clippings sent in by families raving 
about the shows at Tweetsie Railroad and the James Gang who terrorized them during their 
vacations to Blowing Rock. The engineer and conductor of the train thought I was really crazy. 

I may have been crazy in a way; I guess I was. I finished out the season and drew a bonus. They 
let me keep the black outlaw costume for the fall and winter semester at Appalachian State. I 
ended up with a Stetson hat, Justin cowboy boots, and an ankle length oilskin duster with leg 
straps and front and back capes. They kept the brass 45s. I would have taken them too if I could 
have gotten away with them. Naw, just kidding. I may have been crazy, but I wasn’t an outlaw; 
not full time anyway. 
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Chapter 5 - Rocky Roads 


I met a girl that I went out with steadily during my work at Tweetsie Railroad. Her name was 
Pam. She grew up with a dream to live in North Carolina. Her father was an Air Force officer 
living in South Carolina. Her mother had passed away when she was a child. She and her father 
had made many trips to the mountains of North Carolina, including vacations to Tweetsie 
Railroad and Appalachian State University when she was growing up. Pam was already a senior 
when my freshman year began that September. Pam was my first girlfriend. 


Off-campus housing was very hard to find in the small village of Booneville. I was renting a 
fourteen foot trailer when classes began. It was a tiny trailer in a great location a few miles from 
town. I decided to continue living there because otherwise I’d be stuck in a college dormitory 
with a bunch of immature freshman boys struggling with the loss of their mothers. I certainly 
didn’t need that kind of environment. I needed a lot of privacy even though, at times, I loved 
being with lots of people. 


I immediately became disillusioned with my classes. I enrolled in a music class to study flute. 
The program required that students begin on the clarinet. I thought that was ridiculous; I hated 
the clarinet. The philosophy and religion class contradicted many of my deeply held beliefs. For 
example, Nietzsche believed that domination, appropriation, and injury to the weak was not 
universally objectionable. I interpreted his philosophy as being anti-Christian; from the history 
of what Christianity produced post an century, I could relate to his rejection but I felt he made 
judgments not on the teachings of the Christ Jesus, but rather on the manmade perversions of 
those teachings. I also disagreed with him that man is just another animal. Plato, Aristotle, 
Descartes, Hume, and Kant represented for me, antiques that had evolved into different forms of 
governments that financed an immoral global war machine at the expense of peace amongst men. 
When I found that the class did not engage in argumentative dialogue (debate) with these 
philosophers or philosophical views, I lost interest. I was looking for some real action in class, 
participation in moral, ethics, and religious discourse. Instead, we were spoon fed prepackaged 
meals that had already made me ill years previously from my own readings, and as a student at 
Plymouth State College. The only good that came out of becoming a student was the cash from 
the VA which I decided to use to finance my trip to Portland. 


Pam was in a bind. She wanted to stay with me. I wanted her to move to Portland. Her friends 
warned that I didn’t love her; they didn’t feel love in my heart. Pam knew otherwise; she was 
sure that I loved her. She also loved her horse. Owning a horse and living in the North Carolina 
mountains was her life-long dream well before I came along. All her dreams had come true 
because she had worked so hard disciplining herself. If she decided to move to Portland with 
me, she would not graduate from Appalachian State University the following spring. None of 
these losses concerned her as much as losing the Alley Cat. 

She sold her horse, we packed up the Volvo, and hit the road. Together, we were making other 
dreams come true. She shed her hesitations; I had none. I had only one dream; making it back to 
the city I loved and its beautiful people; the people that healed my mind and filled my heart with 
love when I returned home from the hell in Vietnam. I knew hell in several different ways; now, 
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we were on our way for another taste of heaven on Earth. The sweet after-taste of North 
Carolina constantly reminded us of that beautiful place on the East coast in Appalachia; 
especially Pam. I was sure never to return. I think Pam had a difficult struggle deciding between 
her horse and her Alley Cat as the months passed by. Unbeknownst to us, we were about to 
encounter [the initial assurgency of] an illness that would plague me in some form or another 
every day for the rest of my life; Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD). 


No amount of heaven on Earth could suppress the emerging beast incubating in my war-torn 
mind. The Alley Cat was about to sink into an endlessly deep abyss buried in trash and run over 
by an orchestrated, intentional, and calculated national cover-up to suppress an illness ravaging 
Vietnam combat veterans and their families in nearly every community across America. As on 
the war front, Vietnam veterans would not be easily disposed. However, we were to learn that 
we faced a new and more vicious war-front that was to last for decades to come. [as the native 
pre-Americans experienced] For many Vietnam veterans their final relief was experienced with 
a bullet to the head. Many others lost their families to divorce and their liberty to prison 
sentences from a judicial system ignorant [or non-caring complacency] of the unshakable combat 
ontology burned into the minds of men that could not keep their war-realities from projecting 
into their personal lives long after their return home. I was thereby shocked to realization that 
Portland was not my home; Portland was just another dream. My home was forever lost. 


Bitter Waters- 

Pam and I were completely broke when we arrived in Portland, Oregon [October 1973]. We 
found an attic to crash in from a friend of a friend at Appalachian State. I turned to pan-handling 
in downtown Portland so we could eat and put gas in the Volvo. We easily got by for several 
weeks until I found a job washing dishes in the only French restaurant in the city. 


We rented a room with my first paycheck and soon after that an apartment. Pam’s bad attitude 
about living in the city sunk us both in just a few months. I dropped her off at the airport and she 
flew back to North Carolina. My heart was broken so badly that I fell into deep depression. 


I had been applying for jobs around town before Pam left me. I accepted a position at the 
Oregon Health & Science University Hospital as a laundry porter in the housekeeping 
department. My broken heart and depression triggered a severe psychological illness of epic 
proportions. 


I arrived for work at 6:00 AM after a fitful sleep filled with nightmares; by 10:00 o’clock I was 
so exhausted I had to find an empty room or closet to hide and sleep in. My left heal was in 
excruciating pain from the fifteen foot fall over a bank jumping for a basketball at the 5 57” 
Combat Tracker Team compound in Vietnam five years previously. The left heel injury had 
always been very painful. It was nearly impossible to push the laundry cart of fresh hospital 
linens from department to department. I developed little red dots across my chest, abdomen, 
inner thighs, and the palms of my hands. I had conjunctivitis in my eyes and a constantly 
dripping penis. My entire body was filled with aches and pain. My head was splitting open with 


Sanborn / Tales of an Alley Cat / 52 


migraines. I had sudden outburst of rage where I would slam the walls with the laundry cart, 
dumping it over and spilling the laundry all over the halls. That enraged me further and I beat 
the walls with my fists. 


I began to experience dissociation of consciousness where the world around me was replaced 
with the scenes and sounds of live combat from gunfire coming from small arms to helicopter 
gunships spraying the ground where I stood. I had no consciousness at all of being in a hospital 
on the job. I was back in a combat zone experiencing the terror and horror of exploding bombs 
and bodies. I held onto the job for as long as possible but after a couple of weeks of unending 
explosive behavior, and without notifying my boss at work, I admitted myself into the Veterans 
Administration hospital for examination and treatment. I was an impatient for 28 days which 
qualified me for compensation for a temporary, total disability rating which the VA ignored, 
never allowed, and later denied ever happening. I lost my job. Losing my job because of a 
service-connected disability further supported my claim for disability compensation. 

Claim was denied! 


Descending the Abyss - 

Author's Note: {This is a break in thought and narrative as I contemplate whether or not a 
deeper discussion into my PTSD trauma should be attempted. 

Platinum Shivasina and I had a conference earlier this morning while I was drinking coffee and 
she was lying in my lap for her daily loving. She gave me a warning that if I wasn’t careful, 
considering my present state of mind grieving Mary’s suicide barely 90 days ago, that adding 
that to pulling out the voluminous files I will need to continue writing the story about Post 
Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD) that I’m now beginning to describe, could have a fatal effect 
on my well-being. I told her the story must be told at any cost; that our country is again at war 
in Iraq and Afghanistan, and that those wars are creating a travesty of mentally and physically 
injured combatants that are continuing to be mistreated, untreated, and ignored by the Veterans 
Administration just like they did the Vietnam Veterans 30 years ago, and the Korean Veterans 50 
years ago. Platinum finally agreed that the risk to my health was worth it. She urged me to pull 
out my suitcases full of records. This story must be told however risky it may be to me!!! I 
shudder to think of the consequences if it gets out of control. Let’s hope I’m stable enough to 
survive it. I’ve been preparing to write this story for years. I always thought Mary would be 
here to help me. She is with me though. Mary will be guiding my hand and protecting me just 
like she promised, as will be the Heavenly Hosts that are always by my side. And, I have 
Platinum Shivasina in my lap every morning and following me around every day to guide and 
protect me. I hope my story about PTSD helps guide and protect the combatants and civilians 
suffering with this illness from their combat experience in Iraq and Afghanistan; and perhaps 
even the wars yet unfolding in the Middle East, Central Asia, and even the United States, and 
beyond: WWIII} 
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...[Author’s note continues: Written October 2007. 

Three days have passed since I wrote the last paragraph. I am unable to go into storage for the 
suitcases of files. I will not be consulting the voluminous VA files at this time. They will bury me 
in hell. I will therefore have to continue by memory alone. 


T injured my lower back again; that put me on hold finishing the outdoor work before the winter 
rain sets in. I’m digging a fallout/root-cellar that is 11’ x 8’ x 6 %’ deep. I’m still trying to 
work. I removed the last shovel-full two days ago. I’m trying to frame the inside and put on a 
roof with 12’ log poles, 5” diameter on the small end that I’m cutting from the forest. I haven't 
been able to cut a pole for two weeks. 


The degenerative arthritis in my left hip is making it very difficult to sleep. Nightmares are 
wrecking my days. The rain has begun and I don’t have the firewood cut-up, split, or covered. 


If I get immersed in researching VA files at this point, I'll be risking serious psychological 
consequences. I'll have to take Platinum Shivasina’s advice and cool it. 


I have been very depressed until yesterday, when Mary visited me in spirit. She came in a wind 
that so brightened the day she made me laugh with joy and delight. Mary showed me that Iam 
not alone; she is everywhere. She is in the Earth, house, trees, flowers, air, light, breath, and 
spirit that surround me. I was so uplifted by her visit it was as if a new dispensation from God 
was created for our benefit. Mary and L are still very much in touch. I will not disturb the peace 
she brought me. Once again she has healed me and shared her precious love. I must learn to 
live with gratitude that we were together for as long as we were here on Earth; that our 
daughter, Portia, is still with us; that we are who we are because of the twenty five years of love 
that Mary shared with us continually; that Mary does and always will love us, and we her. I 
look forward to our continued union. } 

{Author continues with his PTSD narrative: } 


Post Traumatic Stress Disorder was not a recognized illness by the American Psychiatric 
Association or the VA in 1975. The Disabled American Veterans (DAV) filed a claim on my 
behalf for a ‘nervous disorder’. The VA identified my illness as ‘Reiter Syndrome’, also called 
Reactive Arthritis. PTSD would not be accepted as a recognized psychological disorder until 
1980. 


Another factor affecting my illness was exposure to ‘Agent Orange’. Vietnam Veterans of 
America (VVA) revealed a White House cover-up of exposure to Agent Orange in 1985. So, the 
cards were stacked against me in 1975. An impossible factor to overcome was my drug use in 
Vietnam; that history all but doomed compensation for a service-connected disability. The VA 
continually denied not only my claims for service connection, but denied all veteran claims if 
there was drug use. 
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Spiritual Encounter- 
One day while I was lying on the hospital bed in Portland, I had a vision of an illuminated being 
standing in the air who spoke to me. 


“When you leave Portland, go and live with your brother in Tucson!” 


I spent seven months in out-patient treatment at the VA hospital before I left Portland for 
Tucson, Arizona. 


I bought a flute with a solid silver head while I was an inpatient at the VA hospital. Playing the 
flute helped to heal me. It became one of my most precious possessions. 


I packed up the Volvo and headed south on Interstate 5 and then route 199 southwest toward the 
Pacific Coast Highway. When I got to Wonder, Oregon I pulled into the food coop for lunch; 
that’s where I met Shatook and Amber and their baby. We shared our stories. Shatook invited 
me to his birthday party that weekend, so I drove to Cave Junction and then on south through the 
back-wood forest logging roads across Oregon border into California and arrived at the Sunstar 
commune. It was a 166 acre homestead that had been filed in the late 1800’s. A group of 
abalone fishermen from Santa Barbara bought the place and incorporated the property as a 
‘country club’; that allowed them to legally run around naked and build their cabins without 
complying with strict building codes. Everyone approved as a member was charged a nominal 
fee and given a building site. The original ranch house, bunkhouse, and barn still stood in great 
condition. Shatook lived in the ranch house. He put me up in the bunkhouse where I stayed 
until he moved off the property several months later. When he left, he gave the ranch house to 
me to live in. I spent another several months living there. That wilderness experience gave me 
the opportunity to relax and recover from my first PTSD attack. 


The Volvo would not start when I was ready to leave for Tucson, so I had to hitch-hike to my 
brother’s house [Sept 1975]. He lived in a Four Square Gospel Church house that he shared with 
three other members of the church. I was homicidal and suicidal when I arrived. My brother 
Bob was very concerned and took excellent care of me. I began to attend his church. It was at 
his church that I was reborn with the Holy Spirit and mind of Christ. An immediate benefit 
arrived when I half-consciously awoke one morning to five demons standing in the air above the 
bed squealing that they had been torturing me since I was a young child. I remembered them 
from the nightmares. I would dream that I was in that part of the barn where the cows were kept 
during the winter months; deep inside the barn where it was warm and very dark. Outside the 
closed door I heard those demons enticing me to let them in. The nightmare continued night 
after night; as I got closer to the door to let them in, I would wake up in terror. Now they were 
back terrorizing me again. They identified themselves as Lust, Anger, Hatred, Selfishness, and 
Greed. I began praying to Jesus to help me get rid of the demons. I was immediately relieved of 
their influence in my life from then on. If through habit or memory I was tempted with any of 
those demonic thoughts or feelings, I rebuked them. From that time on I have spent my life on 
guard and vigilant. I am the victor in Jesus’ name. 
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I attended Bob’s wedding as his best man at the Four-Square Gospel Church in October 1975. 


My church membership ended abruptly on Christmas Eve in 1975 when I was overheard telling a 
member that he did not have to speak-in-tongues to be ‘saved’. The pastor threw me out of the 
church and their house immediately without even consulting or notifying my brother. Speaking- 
in-tongues was considered a main tenet belief and experience of that particular religious sect, so 
any opposing view or discussion just wasn’t welcome. For this ‘sin’ there seems to be no mercy 
or forgiveness. I ended up on the street at 11:30 PM that night with all my possessions strapped 
to my back and on a bicycle with two flat tires. I moved onto the porch of a couple of co- 
workers who lived on the south side of Tucson. We worked together at Precision Shooting 
Equipment. I was a line foreman; their boss and friend. I'd held the job as one of their first 
employees. The owner was a member of Bob’s church and gave me the job when I first arrived 
in town. He had previously worked for Bear Archery. Precision Shooting Equipment (PSE) has 
become the largest privately owned archery equipment manufacturing company in the country; 
contrast that to the modest 700 square foot original location. Today, 32 years later, PSE’s 
corporate offices, factory, and pro shop facilities practically fill an entire city block in central 
Tucson. 


It wasn’t long before I was able to rent my own old adobe house on an acre surrounded by light 
industry in north Tucson near work. As soon as I was able to take vacation time, I took the 
Amtrak Train from Tucson to Santa Barbara and hitched back to Oregon to recover the Volvo. I 
left it at a repair shop and stayed with friends. They warned me that someone had apparently 
removed some of the lug nuts on the rear driver’s side wheel. When I paid for the repair, that 
warning slipped my mind. The wheel held together until I was south of Coalinga California 
driving Interstate 5. A huge rumbling sound caused me to quickly pull over out in the middle of 
nowhere. I found the rear wheel holding on by one lug nut; every bolt on the wheel was 
destroyed. It was time again to do some serious praying. 


I slowly coasted to the next exit and pulled into a worn-out gas station asking for help. I needed 
an entire wheel assembly for a 1965 Volvo; and, I got just that from the kindest people I have 
ever met. They even refused payment, which was an added bonus because I had just enough gas 
money left to make it back to Tucson. 


I continued to maintain a good diet as usual. Tucson had a great food coop on 4" Avenue called 
the People’s Coop, the same name of the food coop I shopped at when I lived in Portland. It was 
there that I began to make friends outside the church. It was on 4" Avenue that I first saw 
Donald Peterson. He was to become a lifelong acquaintance. I also made friends with Earth 
Owl. He was a boot maker; a member of a craft coop next door to the food coop. I spent time 
with Earth Owl every week at his shop and house. We became good friends. 
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Chapter 6 - Spiritual Ventures 


I took notice one day of a colorful poster at the food coop advertising a gathering called the 
“Celebration of Life” at Healing Waters in Safford, Arizona and decided to attend out of 
curiosity, and to broaden my horizon. 


Healing Waters was a complex of natural mud and hot springs once held sacred to the Apache 
Indians. It had been turned into a health resort sometime in the early 20" century which included 
a hotel, Olympic-sized swimming pool, private indoor mineral baths, and outdoor mud baths. 
The “Celebration of Life” healing gathering was organized by a group of Bay Area alternative 
medicine practitioners centered in San Francisco. The rundown property had been purchased by 
some of the members of this group and renovated by volunteers who lived on the grounds. It 
was there that I saw Donald Peterson for the second time living on their land and working as 
their auto mechanic. 


On the evening of the second day of the gathering, the place turned into a huge orgy. I was 
literally the only person out of the estimated 600 attendees who did not participate. I spent the 
entire night sitting on the expansive lawn watching and listening as the activity swirled around 
me in utter chaos and carnal debauchery. I found it interesting to watch but quite disgusting. 


The next morning everyone sat in concentric circles to listen to speakers and to organize that 
day’s activities. An offer was made to anyone who wanted to form a group activity to go into the 
center circle and present that offer. I offered to have a Bible study concentrating on the first 
eight chapters of the book of Romans. Seven people brought their bibles and began to study. 
They also may have not participated in the orgy the night before; I did not expect anyone in that 
crowd to attend the Bible study. 


While we were sitting on the lawn a strange site materialized right before our eyes when a motor 
home and station wagon pulled up and out piled a peculiar group of people. They wore a similar 
dress made up of a red vest with their names embroidered over the left chest pocket. Their shirts, 
dresses, and pants were white. I excused myself from the Bible study and walked over to meet 
them. One of the group members, Elect Gold, told me that they were led by the Holy Spirit and 
a messenger to find this place to save one of their own from the depths of hell! 


Everyone from the Bible study wandered over to see what was going on with these strange 
people. Five of us decided to leave with them and travel to where they lived in western Arizona 
near Dateland on Interstate 8. I packed up the Volvo and made ready to leave Healing Waters. 
My new friend, Autumn, rode with me. She was a young woman from Connecticut traveling 
around the West with her sister. They had been living in Berkeley when they heard about the 
“Celebration of Life” healing gathering. 


Autumn was a vegetarian like me and so many others who attended the gathering at Healing 
Waters. Our diets made traveling long distances for extended periods of time easier because we 
could stuff our packs with dried and fresh fruits, nuts, herbs, seeds, and grains. Salads were our 
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reason for stopping at restaurants. The strange people we were following in the caravan that 
rolled its way across the Sonoran desert to Agua Caliente pulled over at several rest stops but no 
restaurants for salads. When we arrived at their date tree studded compound after dark the 
fabulous hot meal with fresh vegetables awaiting us satisfied our previous loss. We bedded 
down for the night in gender separate housing on simple cots. We were awakened at 5:30 AM; 
much too early for my taste, but I had an interest in what this group of people were about that 
made it easy to get dressed and find a seat at the long dining table that was set with twenty two 
plates. 


The strange people were called ‘Children of Light’. They had been together since 1949, the year 
I was born. Their journey began in Vancouver, Canada with the original five members that 
accepted the call to spend their lives serving God in every way chosen for them. They never 
made a move unless the Holy Spirit or a messenger of light guided them. 


Elect Gold presented an introductory course of study prepared in poster form especially made for 
guests that arrived with a serious interest in studying their teachings. My interest was intense. It 
was the first time I had been introduced to teachings of the Order of Melchizedek. The Order of 
Melchizedek was secret until the 1930s. A trickle of information began to seep out from a few 
chosen teachers that were prepared to present the teachings because of their ability to 
communicate with ascended masters directly or through angelic messengers. Elect Gold’s 
teaching almost immediately embroiled me in controversy. I held my tongue; I was only a guest. 
The main focus was concentrated on preparation for the ‘End Times’; the ‘Last Days’ spoken 
about in the New Testament. I had been reading and studying the New Testament since I was 
twelve years old. Until I met the Children of Light I had been taught nothing, nor had I learned 
anything that stuck, about the Order of Melchizedek. The Children of Light were a sign unto the 
world. The first few days we visited completely changed the course of my life forever. 


A strong emphasis was placed on each guest to ‘wear the garments’ of red, white, and blue linen 
that the Children of Light wore daily, and shed the civilian clothing and all other personal 
possessions. None of us fell for it except for me. I gave my 1965 Volvo P544 Coupe to one of 
the woman that traveled with us from the ‘Celebration of Light’ healing gathering. The $180.00 
in cash, the carved and scrimshawed Alaskan walrus tusk cribbage board, and all other 
possessions that I had were stored away or tossed. I put on the linen and committed the rest of 
my life to service with the Children of Light. I became Elect Ray. The guests I had arrived with 
drove away. Except for cleaning out my rented house and quitting my job in Tucson at Precision 
Shooting Equipment, my past life was history. 


I was led on a detailed tour of the entire facility that the Children of Light had built with their 
own hands. They had two large buildings where they slept and joined together for inside work in 
the kitchen, dining room, and music room. The other two story building was for study and 
prayer. It had an ‘Upper Room’ prepared and preserved for the future expected visit from Jesus 
when He returned at the ‘Second Coming’. Another building was used for canning and food 
preservation and preparation. There was a very large cellar under the main building. A few 
small outbuildings were used for general storage, the generator and fuel, and auto repair. The 
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drive into the compound was lined with nearly 200 date palms. Much of the food was gleaned 
from local commercial farms, vineyards, and orchids after their harvests were completed. 

Every day before morning-rite, breakfast, each member or group was assigned daily duties. My 
first duty was on the firewood crew. The desert was loaded with dead and downed trees which 
we gathered and chained for heat and cooking. Elect Luke was on the crew. He had been with 
the Children of Light since the draft began during the Vietnam War. His father had dropped him 
off so he wouldn’t be killed or destroyed in a thousand other ways by the war. He was a member 
of the Levi Strauss blue-jean family. 


Elect Luke was cold and hard towards me immediately. I just kept my mouth shut and did the 
work. His superiority complex was shallow to the max; underneath his bravado was a scared 
little boy trying desperately to grow up. One day after work while we were showering, I noticed 
an extremely deep, two inch open ulcer on his calf that spiraled to the bone; a literal open pit of 
raw flesh. I was shocked and overcome with compassion. I began praying for the Holy Spirit to 
heal him; I was suddenly filled with healing power. 


“What is that, Luke?” 
“T’ve had these sores from head to toe since I was a child.” 


“What causes them?” I inquired, boring deeply into his psyche to unlock the cause and 
breakdown the underlying tension. Luke revealed an incident between himself and his mother 
that was so painful that from that moment forth the ulcers formed continually. Luke was about 
36 years old. Apparently from the time of our conversation when he was able to identify when, 
and under what circumstances the initial trauma was triggered, he began to heal. Luke told mea 
week later the ulcer was completely gone. Luke and I became fast friends which led us to 
perform a baptism in the swimming pool late one night after we discussed the nature of sin and 
death. When he emerged from the water he glowed with the light of the Holy Spirit and became 
as a young child proclaiming excitedly his physical and spiritual refreshment. I was amazed at 
the sudden change in his demeanor. 


The Darker Side of Light- 

Luke and I were coveted by an enemy shrouded in hatred and envy lurking nearby who reported 
the incident to Elect Gold and Elect Silver. Apparently, every move and conversation between 
Luke and I was observed by the young man who reported his spying. The most controversial 
matter that arose when Elect Gold confronted me was about my LSD use prior to joining the 
Children of Light. She objected to being excluded from the role of advisor to me in regard to my 
experiences. I replied with one simple fact: she had no experience with LSD; Luke did! 


I had many very heated disputes with Elect Gold that piled up unresolved; therefore, I was 
extremely surprised one morning when she announced that a messenger of light had appeared to 
her and Elect Silver the prior night instructing them to give me a new name: Elect Titus. 
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The Children of Light were divided almost evenly between one group who loved me, and the 
other who despised me. One afternoon, while I was at my cot resting, Elect Gold entered the 
room and violently grabbed me and tried to remove from the secret pocket in my pants the holy 
money we each carried which represented an equal share amongst the Elect of our monetary 
wealth. We were instructed never to count the amount of money that was regularly divided and 
shared; but to simply put it in the secret pocket and forget it was there. 


Elect Gold screamed that I was unworthy to carry the sacred allotment. I threw her off my back 
and stormed out of the building in great anger that she had attacked me in such a sudden and 
violent way. I immediately related the incident to my friends. They were shocked; a small 
crowd gathered; the issue was debated but left unresolved. I returned to grab my cot, an orange, 
and a bottle of water. I headed for the edge of the wired compound, which we were forbidden to 
ever leave without a witness at our side to protect us from temptation and any other evil that 
could confront us, to live in the desert until God answered my prayers about the truth I was 
searching for and the controversies that had arisen; or, until I died. I took the light and wooden 
cot so I could avoid the sidewinders that saturated the sand every night hunting for food. The 
one orange and bottle of water was all I wanted to carry because I wanted quick answers to my 
prayers. 


I crossed the wire and hiked several miles before I found a spot to pray. I took every precaution 
I could to avoid being tracked; that didn’t work. Two of the Elect showed up within several 
hours begging me to return with absolute assurance that Elect Gold had admitted her mistake and 
wanted me back so that she could apologize. I trusted them. Elect Gold lied. The following 
morning it was announced that both Elect Luke and I were to be loaded onto the cargo box truck, 
along with all the possessions we had arrived with, and then to be abandoned at an exit on 
Interstate 8. 


Abandoned, but Free- 

Elect Luke and I loaded up the truck. The spy walked up the ramp to taunt us one final time 
before he lowered and latched the door. We were dumped off about noon in the blazing Arizona 
heat. I had a pair of shorts and sneakers, two tee shirts, $180.00 cash, which I immediately split 
with Luke. He had $90.00 and I had $90.00. I also had the scrimshawed walrus tusk. The 
remainder of my possessions was withheld. I did have full camping gear packed in the Volvo 
when I first showed up at the Children of Light. I helped store the gear before Barbara drove the 
Volvo away less than thirty days previously. Our situation looked rather bleak; our hitch-hiking 
thumbs felt like collapsed clay; but Luke had a plan. We were headed for Venice Beach, 
California. He had lived there three years previously. He was a sign-painter who specialized in 
the names of private yachts anchored at Marina Del Rey. He once lived in a house on the canals 
in Venice Beach. He still had friends there; and, he had a job painting signs as soon as we 
arrived. 


Our accommodations were meager. We slept out in the bamboo patches lining the canals. 
However, we were free; we were purified; we were exalted. Not another word about the 
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Children of Light passed our lips ever again. We fell into the certainty of Venice Beach Zen. 
All that without a passport; it was quite remarkable! 


{Author’s note: Platinum Shivasina disappeared for three days after either spraining her leg or 
stepping on a thorn that caused an infection in her foot. Her crying and limping broke my heart. 
I tried to gather her up for a trip to the vet but she wouldn’t let me touch her. She must have 
been sleeping in the woods. It’s been freezing and snowing. I whistled for her day and night. 
Finally, she returned on December 30". I built up the wooden blocks rising to her window 
entrance; her absence was shocking! She let me put goldenseal salve on her paw yesterday. We 
played a little rough-house last night. She seems determined to recover. The probability is that 
she will outlast me on this Earth. When that time comes her hunting skills should be keen 
enough for her to survive on her own. Until then, I will continue to fill her bowls and treat her 
like the close friend she has always been. } 


Venice Beach radiated magic, especially at night. The cottages along the canals reflected their 
lights off the water in gentle, soft strokes as opposed to the stainless steel high-rise glass 
towering over the skyline across Venice Boulevard in Marina Del Rey. The stark contrast 
between the opulent rich and bohemia seemed to sharply define the conflicts of modern 
American society. The spiritual searcher slept rolled up in a thin wool blanket in the bamboo 
patches on one side of the boulevard, while on the other side servants swept, served, and dusted 
for a class so wealthy they hired drivers and captains to carry them over land and sea, 
unconcerned that the masses soaked the global soil with blood, sweat, and tears to support the 
blue chip value of blue blood investments. Luke and I were content to return the greeting smiles 
and friendly acquaintances on both sides of Venice Boulevard. There was a history however, of 
the discontented in Venice Beach blowing out the windows with a long distance shot from low 
caliber rifles expressing anger that, while the original 122 canal had been whittled down to the 
remaining 22, the high-rises continued to roll across the sky blocking out the stars. 


{ Author’s note: written July 7, 2008 - I haven’t written a word in ‘Tales’ since January. Let me 
tell you what’s been happening in Ukiah/Mendocino County in 2007 & 2008 before I continue 
with my 1976 Venice Beach story. } 


I sit here this morning (July 7, 2008) very excited to be back at the keys. The sun is just rising 
through smoked-filled skies from the Mendocino Lightning Complex Fire that began burning on 
June 19, 2008 when I was driving home at 3:30 AM from another night playing recorded music 
on the patio at Ukiah Brewing Company & Restaurant (UBCR). 


A little rain began falling around 4:00 PM during the annual A Taste of Ukiah wine and food 
festival; by 2:00 AM it was pouring rain. I had just broken down the lights and sound equipment 
on the ‘patio’ and packed it all in the Lincoln for the drive home. When I reached the West Road 
exit in Redwood Valley on the 101, a huge four-pronged lightning bolt sprayed across the sky 
followed by massive thunder. This spring has been extremely dry; the worst in 20 years. Heavy 
rain began falling around 4:00 AM just before I went to bed. I was thrilled. However, when I 
got up later that morning, the air was filled with smoke. 
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In Mendocino County, 46,000 acres have burned as of this writing (July Ty: 46% contained. 
About 131 fires were sparked. Statewide, 1781 total fires started at the peak with 1451 fires 
contained; 330 fires still raging; total acres burned at this point is 597,910. 19,232 personnel are 
engaged in the battle. 


Friendly Refuge - 

The ‘patio’ at UBCR has become my home away from home since July 2007. I couldn’t stay at 
home to eat. As a matter of fact, I had to leave the house daily before sundown. I couldn’t stand 
to be home without Mary by that time of day. We had been eating together at Schat’s Bakery & 
Café for the previous 4 /% years. I couldn’t go there any more so I began hanging out at UBCR. 
I had absolutely no appetite at all. I drank raspberry lemonades all night. I felt comfortable and 
welcome because I knew some of the kitchen staff and servers. I actually spent most of my time 
there on the patio. The summer months passed during which time I worked on digging the root 
cellar, weeding, and watering the garden. My diet was reduced to coffee, juice, and miso soup at 
home; and raspberry lemonade, soup, and bread and butter at UBCR. At the moment I weigh 
133 Ibs. 


I paced the patio nightly; no one was ever out there except for the occasional smokers who took a 
quick break from their meals, or the bar, or job. I didn’t do a lot of talking or mixing. I tolda 
few people I met, who didn’t know, the story about Mary, Portia, and myself. 


UBCR booked bands on the weekends; I began to dance: dancing had become a life-long passion 
and I was good at it. My poetry dried up no matter how hard I tried to write. I needed more 
ways to express myself, so, by the time October and November rolled-around, I was determined 
to take a trip to the Tucson Gem and Mineral Show. However, I ran into every obstacle the 
universe could produce. I didn’t understand why. How could every attempt I made to prepare 
for the trip be interrupted? By January of 2008 I began a quick study of the influences in my life 
and discovered that a major change could occur on my birthday. That fact became so obvious I 
put my trip to Arizona off and waited for February 6" to arrive. Bob Marley and I have the same 
birthday. Everyone at UBCR loves reggae music. I let everyone know it was my birthday too 
when the 6" rolled around. 


Josh is one of the chefs; a Rastafarian emphatically dedicated to the music and religion. He 
asked me to setup the stage with his computer and movie screen so we could watch a Marley 
video. It was Wednesday, open mike night run by Jim of Jitter Box Music company. He’d been 
running open mike for eight months by then and was very possessive of the stage. In fact, he 
liked to think he ran the whole restaurant on Wednesday nights. He immediately began giving 
me crap which I promptly ignored to the delight of everyone. I had arrived that night with two 
djembe drums to join the drum circle which was sure to happen; it did, and as the night wore on, 
we had a blast. 


Just before the kitchen closed Josh invited everyone in the restaurant to join him on the patio 
with a birthday cake and song for me. Twenty five people sang me “Happy Birthday” with 
strong, heartfelt love that could not be ignored. I was blown away. 
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My birthday had come. I felt like a new mount had been saddled up for me. I got on that horse 
and floored it; opened up my heart and mind with all the love I could muster in return for the 
love everyone had for me. The time had come for me to make my dreams come true! I had been 
discussing an idea to donate a 1950’s era monaural turntable console to the patio along with a 
collection of classic 1960’s vinyl albums. The few people I talked to thought it was a great idea 
if I could pull it off. I’m always willing to try! The next night I did just that; loaded up the 
Lincoln and started a new career as a disk jockey. The excitement was immediate and ecstatic. I 
put castor wheels on the console immediately so it could be rolled inside nightly. I played 
records every night for the following six weeks in the rain and cold until I became sick with 
pneumonia and exhausted; a serious hemorrhoid problem also developed to the point I was 
unable to either stand or sit. 


Hope Glimmering - 

I started searching the internet in April for nightclub and concert lighting systems, found an 
introductory package, purchased it and added lights to the patio and stage inside the restaurant. I 
never missed a show but I had to cut back from showing up seven days a week. It took me 
several months to recover my health. The hemorrhoids were extremely painful, massive and 
external. I had suffered from them since carrying a heavy backpack in Vietnam. The problem 
was exacerbated throughout the 1980s when I worked as an electrician until lower back injuries 
ended that career in 1989. The hemorrhoids persisted yearly. Mary researched for an herbal 
cure in 2005 when I was in critical distress and found myrrh was helpful. I had also found myrrh 
helpful in restoring complete gum deterioration following a root-canal infection in the 1980s 
when I was unable to afford dental care. A combination of dry myrrh powder and myrrh powder 
mixed with jojoba liquid wax completely resolved the issue. I was back in business full time as a 
DJ on the patio. 


The remainder of summer and fall (2008) has passed without another word being written in the 
Alley Cat story. I entered an epoch period in my life which I will return to later in the story. The 
local Amerikids of Mendofornia adopted me off the UBCR patio as an insider and took me on an 
adventure that lasted until now [December 21, 2008]. I'll return later to tell that story. I must 
say though, that I ached to get back here to continue telling the story of the most unusual year in 
my life; so, ’m back. I swore to begin writing again by the first day of winter to continue the 
story of my travels and adventures in and around Venice Beach, 1976. 


{...the Venice Beach story continues below} 

Luke knew Venice Beach, California inside and out; every alley, every street, all doors to pass 
through, and every neighborhood to avoid. I was stunned with the place; lost in a sea of 
opposites. The Arizona desert monastic life-style was suddenly replaced overnight with every 
opportunity to become a wanderer that any hobo could possibly dream of. The trick I was facing 
was how to get out of Los Angeles! That question was soon answered by Luke’s close partner 
and friend, Johnny B. 


I’d never met a person quite like Johnny B. On the one hand he was a natural born shaman; on 
the other hand, a heroin addict who had just kicked the habit out of necessity; jail. Good for me, 
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bad for him. The police had his 1965 Honda 305 Super Hawk impounded with two days left to 
recover it before it was lost forever. They wanted $90.00 for its release; the same $90.00 I had in 
my pocket, which we used to get it out. The holy man in Johnny B came out when he gave the 
completely restored, polished, red gleaming café racer to me absolutely free. Luke used his 
$90.00 to transfer the title, insure, and register the motorcycle in my name. I was on the road in 
less than a week after arriving in Venice Beach. It was poetical. Allen Ginsberg’s name was 
written all over it along with Bob Dylan’s tunes howling in the wind, calling out my name, child. 
I began to believe in magic. 


Luke and I were broke and we were hungry; for days we scavenged food, sometimes as little as 
an egg each. I was under a commandment not to work with my hands to earn money; but rather, 
to live by faith. Sounds kind of flimsy, eh; well, I put my heart into it without a second thought. 
Let me explain. When I first showed up at the Children of Light, before I put on the linen, I was 
led outside the wired compound to a hilltop nearby. I followed the Holy Spirit running a rather 
long distance until I was instructed where and how to sit on a rock outcropping in a lotus 
position. I fell into an altered state peering into an endless abyss lined with sharp pointed 
stalactites. I was told that I would fall into the abyss but that I would find my way back to the 
upper rim and be saved by many helping hands. I was told not to eat meat or work with my 
hands to earn; but, to live by faith. I had a code to live by delivered by the heart of love straight 
to my heart. One egg wasn’t much, really; but it was all we needed; there was always plenty of 
room left over being filled by a vast emptiness containing every possibility for fulfillment I 
choose to follow as a servant. Lao Tzu and I adored each other. 


Luke and [ had a birthday party to attend. We were prepared with a gift of ivory. I carried a 
walrus tusk that I had picked up in a rock shop in Tucson, scrimshawed and drilled into a 
cribbage board game with carved arctic animals for pegs. I called around for its sale value. A 
shop owner in Carmel told me it was worth no less than $350.00. It was worth more as a 
birthday present for Luke’s best friend and employer than it was for cash. I couldn’t sell it 
anyway; I lived by the commandments that I knew would lead me on the path of righteousness. I 
choose to practice generosity to boost the scale in my favor in the eyes of that judgment which 
was sure to come upon me. It didn’t take any thought by then; it just came naturally from long 
years of practice leaving behind the treasures I collected along the way. I guess I always hoped 
my empty hands would be followed by a beam of light connecting me to those I loved and left 
behind. If it had been Luke’s birthday, I would have given him the gift of ivory. 


The day finally came when we said our final goodbyes. I was off to Berkeley to continue my 
journey into the unknown. Luke became Arnold again; the painter, creator of the “California 
Style’ back when he lived in the ‘Village’ after the draft began. The Strauss family was not 
going to lose their boy in that war! I was very happy for them and him. I miss him to this day, 
too. I had a Rainbow Gathering to get to. The time was getting short. 


I hoped Berkeley could help me on the way. I had a back yard to camp in on Rose Avenue that 
was being rented by Autumn and her sister from Connecticut. They had stayed in touch since 
our stay at the Children of Light in Arizona. It was their friend Barbara who I had given the 
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1965 Volvo to. There I was again, in Berkeley; May, 1976. I essentially had another gifted set 
of wheels to ride. Seemed it had mostly been that way since I turned sixteen when I rode a 
125cc Bridgestone. I was delighted with the Super Hawk. [had ridden it all over LA and back 
and forth from Venice Beach and Berkeley several times with ease, even on the freeways and 
heavy downtown traffic. It worked like a dream. 


Inner Earth - 

I read the story of Admiral Byrd’s North and South Pole expeditions while I was at the house on 
Rose Avenue. The Masonic books were on the library shelves inside. Admiral Byrd discovered 
lights under the ice at the South Pole housing a remnant of the Purple Race that had long been 
thought to be extinct through genocide in the previous Age. But no, there they were surviving in 
a land unknown. They stood an average of only eighteen inches tall. 


The North Pole held an even greater tale. Admiral Byrd told the story of passing beyond the ice 
into a huge concavity that led into the hollow interior of the Earth. The expedition descended 
through territory preserving all the Ice Age flora and fauna, including dinosaurs. The expedition 
eventually came upon an Etheric Plane civilization illuminated by a central sun inside the Earth. 
It is most likely that the Aurora Borealis bears its light into our view from within the Hollow 
Earth concavity at the North Pole which stretches open for a thousand miles in diameter. I have 
since learned just this year, 2008, that the government leadership in Agartha sent Admiral Byrd 
away to admonish the surface-world from where he came to stop development of nuclear 
weapons before they destroyed the entire planet. 


Further study has revealed that Admiral Byrd led a multinational Armada in 1946 to Antarctica 
to destroy the Nazi military that had survived and prepared a refuge there following WWII. The 
entire Armada was soundly defeated in just a matter of days; possibly even in a matter of hours. 
The Nazis had flying discs that traveled by an electromagnetic system operating on the polarity 
grids channeling between the Earth’s poles. Their firepower was unchallengeable. They had 
obviously made contact with Galactic Forces from civilizations far superior to our own. 
Apparently, since WWII our planet has been engaged in ongoing Extraterrestrial warfare. Do a 
little research into ‘deep underground military tunnels’ and discover ancient cities built by 
extraterrestrial civilizations existing underground across the entire globe in natural and 
artificially expanded caves, tunnels, and cavities below the surface of the Earth. It is to and from 
these many places that UFOs are traveling. 
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Close Encounter- 

I saw a UFO when I was six years old living with the Thomas family as a foster kid in Lempster, 
New Hampshire in 1955. I was playing in the back yard with my brother and sister when it 
suddenly appeared as a shiny disc passing back and forth very slowly from left to right before it 
came closer. It hovered as if to say “LOOK, SEE!” A few minutes later it flipped over with its 
dark side towards the ground instead of its silver side. It took off straight up at an incredible 
speed before it stopped again to hover back and forth. Then, like a flying spark, it disappeared. 


What was that message about? Why me? 


The UFO encounter at six years old led me to wander if the crew on board knew me. As the 
years passed I began to imagine that I had commanded a ship from another planet. I continued to 
believe I was from another planet until I was sixteen. By then I had passed through nine 
different foster homes. I was so torn up it was impossible to fit the pieces of my life together. 
Liz Thomas (the Lempster foster-home psychopath-witch “‘mother’) had run our birth-mother 
and father off their property with a lead pipe, screaming at them to never return. That was the 
last time in my life that saw my mother. I'll never forget the car speeding down the dusty 
driveway. Our mother was twenty four years old. She never had the opportunity to see or talk to 
her three children again. The UFO became my family and future. 


Berkeley Ventures- 

I was 27 years old when I rode into Berkeley on the red 305cc Honda Super Hawk motorcycle 
with everything I owned strapped to the sissy bar. Good fortune came my way when I found a 
canvas awning on the street left over from a storefront remodel. From that I cut a piece small 
enough to strap to the motorcycle but large enough to become a tent. One of my new friends 
gifted me a down sleeping bag for my journey north to the Rainbow Gathering in Montana, up 
near the Canadian border. 


I took several shorter journeys with Autumn and her friends around Northern California before I 
left Berkeley for the final time that year {1976}. The first trip took us to Albion, Mendocino 
County for a music festival. We drove the Coast Highway up 101. I don’t know what inspired 
me, but when we pulled over for a rest I spontaneously left the group and ran up a hillside about 
a hundred yards to a rock outcropping containing veins of beautiful blue crystals. I ran back 
down the hill to complaints of travelers who I told to leave without me if they couldn’t wait for 
me to collect some of the crystals. They agreed to wait for me but wondered how I was going to 
break off the crystals. This dilemma was quickly solved as I took no more than ten steps down 
the side of the road and found a pointed solid iron stake lying in the grass. I used the pointed 
stake to break off some of the crystals; soon we were on our way again. 


I met Randy and Sandy at the festival. They lived in Willits. We became great friends from that 
moment on well into the future. They gave me their contact information and invited me to visit 
them on my journey, which I did within several weeks and many times after that, all the way up 
to 1987 when Mary, Portia (our daughter), and I moved from Arizona to Mendocino County and 
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stayed on their land as guests until they helped us find our own place which we purchased in 
1996. It is still our home to this day {1.e., the day of this writing - 2009}. 


The second journey we made from Berkeley {1976} took us to another festival at the 
amphitheater on the top of Mount Tamalpais in San Rafael, Marin County, CA. It was a spiritual 
gathering that featured Mimi Farina, sister of folk singer Joan Baez; The San Francisco 
Inspirational Choir; Fantuzzi and the Butterfly Family, among others. Another presenter was a 
priest from the I AM Temple of the Order of Melchizedek in Mt. Shasta. 


Fantuzzi and the Butterfly Family were a Chicago dance troupe of about twenty women in fairy 
and angel costumes led by a black guy who flittered around the amphitheater whispering to 
everyone, “We have all been here before; we are from Venus.” 


Fit right in with me, I felt I was from Venus too. Actually, I was a little shocked watching the 
dance troupe proclaiming such a thing in public as a major part of their show; made me feel right 
at home away from home. 


One of the biggest surprises I had that beautiful sunny day overlooking the San Francisco Bay 
area came when Boaz of Bolinas, CA befriended me, right out of the blue. After introducing 
himself, he began pointing out the secret police surrounding the area. Boaz told me that he’d 
spent much of his adult life in the Bay area observing the increasingly intense saturation of the 
intelligence community into the counter-culture. He pointed out a white van parked discretely in 
a position where it was possible to photograph and record the entire event. As we stood there 
watching the activity surrounding the van, Boaz identified by name some of the agents on duty. 
The truth of what he was saying quickly became clear to me. Boaz invited me to Bolinas to visit 
him sometime. I didn’t get a phone number or address; he told me everyone in town knew him. 
Actually, just the town of Bolinas is next to impossible to find even though anyone traveling 
north on the Coast Highway out of San Francisco pass right by the road into town. The local 
people will not allow any signage pointing the way to Bolinas to remain standing or painted on 
the road. I never made it to Bolinas in those days, but when Mary, Portia, and I visited Bolinas 
in the late 80’s, there were no signs pointing the way. 


The Amphitheater mood changed from gravely to somber when the priest from Mt. Shasta took 
the microphone. He recited a mantra that had the effect of separating the sheep from the goats; it 
was quite remarkable to observe. Suddenly, the deeply spiritual people in the crowd were very 
attentive, whereas the others amongst us went on playing around and completely ignored what 
the priest had to say. 


He told us at that moment a brother was in Egypt about to adjust a stone inside the Kings 
Chamber of the Great Pyramid at Giza that would alter the axis of the Earth and raise the 
consciousness of peace and love on Earth. He asked that we do everything we could to help. 


I acted immediately as though I had rehearsed what to do a thousand times. I took the beautiful 
crystals I had collected on the way to the music festival in Albion, and repositioned myself at the 
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bottom edge of the amphitheater. Holding the crystals in the air, I intentionally gathered all the 
energy being generated by the people, and directed that energy towards the Kings Chamber. I 
could feel the energy concentrating in the crystals, when suddenly an intense beam of white light 
poured out of the crystals, turning into a full spectrum of rainbow colors as the light jetted over 
the horizon out of sight. 

That was an extraordinarily remarkable experience! I spoke not one word about it to anyone and 
no one mentioned it tome. As a matter of fact, until now, I have told this story to very few 
people over the last three decades since it happened. 


I rode with the group back to Berkeley that day to pick up my motorcycle and returned to Mt. 
Tamalpais where I camped that night. The entire Bay area was covered by fog except for the 
skyscrapers in downtown San Francisco that rose above the fog as if they were suspended in mid 
air. The next day I rode out of the Bay area headed north towards Eugene, Oregon. I had a 
Rainbow Gathering in Montana to get to. I prayed continually, always being reminded that the 
Children of Light had insisted that I was not going to the Rainbow Gathering, and that I had 
insisted that I was going. 


The ride north took me to Calistoga, CA where I read a poster about an upcoming healing 
gathering in nearby Harbin Springs. I headed that way arriving in the late afternoon. There was 
signs posted everywhere prohibiting smoking because the countryside was bone dry. The people 
were afraid of fire so smoking was restricted to inside of vehicles only. That rule immediately 
presented a problem for me. I didn’t feel comfortable there to start with for some reason. I think 
most of the people already knew each other and I was a stranger riding a motorcycle. I felt 
scrutinized every move I made as though there was an orchestrated effort to make me feel 
uncomfortable and force me to leave. I took a walk into the woods to settle down. I felt like I 
was in danger; the kind of danger where my life was at risk. 


I joined a small group of people sitting in a circle around a cold campfire after dark when it 
started to chill off a bit. I decided to passively address the no smoking ban. I didn’t have a 
vehicle to smoke in. I packed my pipe with cannabis and sat in the circle around the cold 
campfire pit, smoking. Seemed like an ok thing to do to me with all those people sitting around. 
Almost immediately, someone complained that there was no smoking and they could smell 
marijuana. I was pointed out as the culprit. The conversation became heated. I felt a strong 
hand grip my arm and a voice admonishing me to let it go; to be at peace. I did. Within 
moments I was invited to join three people that were headed to their vehicle and told that I could 
smoke in their truck. When we reached the truck, I noticed one of the young men was dressed in 
a rather conspicuous red robe. Apparently, from the conversation, he was the one who had 
grabbed my arm. We talked casually for a while until the conversation became up close and 
personal. 


I was told that the three people I was with had been traveling together on a quest to find a person 
that had been in a prophetic dream that the red robed young man had. He was convinced that I 

was the “brother of light on a journey to the Rainbow Gathering” they were searching for. They 
had just left Hotevilla-Bacavi, one of the nine Hopi villages in Arizona, where he had the dream. 
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I was awe-struck by their proclamation. I was familiar with the Hopi traditional prophecies; I 
was in fact carrying a copy in the saddlebags of the Super Hawk, that I had picked up at the 
healing gathering earlier that spring in Arizona at Healing Waters, near Safford. The Hopi 
Elders had sent copies to Healing Waters for us. I felt a very strong connection with the Hopi 
people and their way of life. 


I was condemned by the Children of Light for my Hopi beliefs. In fact, that was one of the main 
reasons they threw me out of their sect and dumped me on the hot Arizona freeway. 


The young man in the red robe and his companions told me that they would be back on the Hopi 
Reservation on July 4" when the Rainbow Gathering was in full swing. 


Rainbow Gathering - 

I nearly made it out of Harbin Hot Springs without further incident except that upon returning 
from town I was crowded off the roadway by an oncoming van and crashed the motorcycle onto 
the pavement at about 35 mph. I didn’t break any body parts but I was left bleeding around the 
face, shoulder, elbow, and hip. The motorcycle was undamaged except for a broken clutch 
handle shortened by several inches. When I pulled back into Harbin, there was almost delight 
floating around. I did find someone who reluctantly bandaged my wounds. 


I guess quite a few people remembered me from the Celebration of Light gathering at Healing 
Waters where I gave a class on the first eight chapters of Romans. 


Willits, California was where I ended up next. I visited the couple I met at the Albion music 
festival. Randy and Sandy lived deep into the Pine Mountain forest on 40 acres in an old ranch 
house built in the 30’s, probably. All put together, the barn and sheds and fencing made up a 
pretty good spread for running cattle in the old days. I only spent one night with them on my 
first time through Willits, but as the decades passed, our paths crossed again and again. It is 
thanks to them that my young family, myself, Mary, and Portia, finally settled down in 
Mendocino County. 


It was at the food coop in Willits that I met up with the group that I traveled and camped with at 
the Rainbow Gathering. We all fell in love with each other. I can’t remember their names but 
I'll never forget their love. It’s there to this day. The group shared a house on the outskirts of 
town where we spent the final hours packing up their bus for the twelve day journey. 


We rode together to Eugene, Oregon; them in their yellow school bus, and me on my red Honda 
Super Hawk. Eugene was blazing with excitement when we reached town. In a matter of hours 
we had teamed up with a caravan that formed outside of town at Cougar Hot Springs, near 
Springfield. We made the 468 mile trip to Choteau, Montana in one day. I rode partly standing- 
up, then on one leg, then the other. I took every riding position possible to stop the cramping and 
pain to keep up with the caravan. The hot engine backfired with a huge explosion when I finally 
turned off the ignition in Choteau. As luck would have it, some folks leaving town for the 
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gathering threw the Honda into the back of their two-and-a-half ton cargo box truck and we were 
on our way to the staging area, 22 miles into the national forest, for the 1976 Annual Rainbow 
Family Gathering. 

The parking area was easy enough to drive to. I found the Willits folks and pushed the Super 
Hawk next to their bus. We arrived early enough to avoid the coming onrush of 5000 people that 
would arrive by July 4", the peak of the gathering. Many of the family camped in the parking 
area, walking from there one mile up the dry river bed to the second campsite, or two miles to 
Love Family’s Carnival Kitchen camp. The dry river bed was strewn with huge boulders. I 
carried one end of the many tipi poles to Carnival Kitchen, a monumental task to say the least. 


I stored my gear under the lean-to constructed from the Berkeley awning, next to the Willit’s tipi. 
The first several days were uneventful while everyone set up camp. The Love Family’s kitchen 
had a wooden floor, roof, and half-walls surrounded by fencing and a gate through which the 
lined-up crowd passed one at a time for their daily meals. 


On the morning of July 4" next to our campsite, a herald loudly announced that two Hopi Elders 
had arrived in camp with a staff especially prepared for the gathering; and that, they were in the 
nearby forest praying that conditions would favor a positive outcome for the unfolding events of 
the day. 


I had come prepared for such an event. Wearing no leather or metal, I put on the white socks, 
white pants, and shirt I was carrying for what I had perceived could be a profound ceremonial 
experience on that day. I walked to the morning circle making my way as close to the center 
circle as I could get, about five circles out. Standing in the center, each person who spoke was 
passed the Rainbow Prayer Stick. The two thousand people camping at Carnival Kitchen sat 
together forming circle-within-circle. Person after person took the prayer stick and spoke. The 
Hopi staff-bearer stood silently in the center circle holding the sacred staff. I walked up to the 
staff-bearer and told him that I would be taking the staff when it became my turn to speak. 
Glancing over, he silently nodded approval. I sat back down. 


It was hard to judge if the last person who wanted to speak had spoken; I entered the circle 
taking the Rainbow prayer stick and Hopi staff. The full force of Cosmic Consciousness entered 
my being. I began to step out a dance to center our energy. Immediately, massive individual 
contributions to the consciousness exploded; explosion, after explosion, after explosion; gently, 
strong, and subtle. 


Amongst fifty of us, flashes of light glanced off our eyes as we turned our heads in recognition 
of each other’s love. 


The dance drove all of us to dig deeper, and deeper down; and up to reach our full potential of 
thanksgiving. 


A small disturbance erupted on the outer periphery when someone yelled out. 
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“When we gonna eat?” 


Our contributions became even more challenging during the next three minutes of strengthening 
our POWER. 


I sat down with the stick and staff held high with their ends on the ground at the center of my 
lotus seat. I waited momentarily for the final act to unfold. 


I raised the stick and staff off the ground high above my head. 


A beam of white light streamed off the staff out across the horizon breaking into a rainbow as it 
accelerated out of sight. 


One of the 50 stood up to take the staff and prayer stick; he walked me to a rock outcropping just 
outside the circle. 


“Did you see what I saw?” 

“Ves, 9 

That night when suppertime came around, I became gatekeeper for Carnival Kitchen. They gave 
me a seven foot rod to hold so I spent the night joking around with everyone that came for their 
dinner. Most of us were doing some excellent acid. The mountains sparked like jewels. The 
heavens were alive with laughter. 

Local Montanans brought us 60 Ib tubs of honey. The kitchen stocked cayenne and peanut 
butter. We melted it all together and poured it on popcorn. The Popcorn Wizard made me the 


assistant Popcorn Wizard. We tripped until dawn. 


“You’re the most positive person in the world, Titus! You don’t have to worry about being 
positive enough.” 


“Just checking.” 

Three days later I had to start up the Honda Super Hawk. I hoped it would start and yes sir, it 
did. As I followed the exodus across the field back to civilization, two unidentified agents rode 
up asking to speak to me. They showed no identification. I really didn’t care who they were. 
They wanted all my identification information, which I was happy to share with them. 

“Are you on food stamps?” 


“No bf 


“Where do you get the money to travel around?” 
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“T just ask and I get everything I need for free.” 
They drove on and so did I. 


I rode to the city park’s campground in Choteau where I spent the next week while the 
motorcycle was being tuned up. A couple of young Blackfeet men hung out with me for a while. 
They were practicing baseball in the park every day. They invited me to stay on their reservation 
when I left town. They drew me a map of where to camp. 


I headed for the Blackfeet Indian Reservation in Browning, Montana a few days later. There was 
a powwow going on; tipis covered the ground as far as the eye could see. The kids and young 
adults loved my motorcycle. We stood around joking and laughing until an older man invited 
me into his tipi. I had no experience being in an authentic tipi. When I entered I turned right, 
but was stopped, directed to the left of the door and shown where to sit. I sat for a few minutes 
listening to the stories the man wanted me to hear. He expressed an absolute defiance for 
anything related to American society. He did, however, show me great respect; just being 
invited into his tipi was proof of that. 


Any respect I had was suddenly lost when a crowd re-gathered around me and the Super Hawk 
later that evening after we ate the roasted pig that had been cooking in an underground pit for 
days. When I spoke of just leaving the Rainbow Gathering, an older tough guy stepped out of 
the crowd and demanded that I leave the powwow immediately. Apparently they hate hippies, 
and if I was with a bunch of hippies, I certainly wasn’t welcome to spend any more time there 
with them. They taunted and screamed at me as I rode out of camp. When I was out of sight, I 
pulled over to study the map the young Indian had given me in Choteau. 


I pulled into the campsite after dark and laid out the tarp and supplies I needed. It rained for the 
next two days. I didn’t leave the spot under the tarp for the entire time. 


On the morning of the third day, I was suddenly awakened by M80 firecrackers going off all 
around my camp. A couple of them landed very close to my face. I jumped up charging out of 
the thicket at whatever was attacking. I heard children screaming in fright as they ran to the top 
of the house-lined ridge. Every door and window and backyard was full of screaming Indians 
calling me every name in the book and telling me to get to hell outta there. 


“NOW!!!” 


Well, [had a camp to pick up but before I could load the equipment, two hostile policemen 
showed up demanding to know what I was doing on their reservation; where was I coming from; 
where was I going? 


I showed them my driver’s license and DD214 (my military discharge papers). They were 
impressed with my military service, but disgusted that I was traveling with a bunch of dirty 
hippies. They ordered me off the reservation immediately. I packed up the motorcycle. It 
wouldn’t start no matter what I did. I ended up pushing it for hours until I reached a hilltop that I 
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could coast down and jump-started it. When that engine warmed up, I became the happiest man 
in the Rockies until I discovered that I had lost my sleeping bag somewhere between Browning 
and ‘Going-to-the-Sun’ Road in Glacier National Park, MT. 


I hadn’t thought much about the future beyond getting to the Rainbow Gathering. Suddenly, I 
was facing a very cold night without a sleeping bag. Fortunately, a very kind young lady, who 
worked at a state park, gave me a thin wool blanket that I carried all the way back down the 
Pacific Coast Highway to Tucson, Arizona. Ah, Tucson! After an 8,500 mile ride and five 
months on the road, I switched off the key to the Super Hawk for the final time in the only place 
on Earth I considered home. So, there I was; homeless in Tucson, Arizona (fall/winter 1976). 


AZ Starlight - 

Fall and winter in Arizona is spectacular. Everybody in North America knows that. The Tucson 
streets were buzzing with snowbirds. I started hanging out on 4" Avenue immediately; all the 
kids did, from everywhere. Being homeless meant I had to find a place to stay as soon as 
possible. I was an outdoor kind of guy so the entire desert became a possibility. The only real 
catch was water. But, as it happened, after asking around the streets for a while, I located a 
couple of kids who hiked Mt. Lemmon on occasion who were familiar with a year round creek 
up around 5,500’ elevation a couple ridges east of Bear Canyon Picnic Area. Viola, I had a new 
home. Well, except for one thing; all I had was a thin wool blanket. I needed a sleeping bag. 


It’s funny how the past has a way of catching up with you. I remembered back to the Albion 
music festival I went to on my way to Montana. I had explained to Randy and Sandy how 
important a sleeping bag was when you’re out on the road sleeping wherever you find yourself at 
the end of the day. Randy had offered to replace my sleeping bag if I ever lost it. Where he got 
that insight from Ill never know. He’d tell me from Jesus. Quite frankly, at the moment, I 
couldn’t have agreed more. I gave him a call, told him the details, and had a brand new duck- 
down sleeping bag by the end of the week! Then, all I needed was a backpack. The only way to 
get that was to trade in the motorcycle. 


I had become friends with Earth Owl. He had a stall making tailored moccasins at the Century 
Crafts Coop on 4'" Avenue. The Cheyenne Indians had adopted him as a kid. We got along 
famously. It wasn’t difficult for us to agree on a trade for the Super Hawk. I had two needs; 
one, a backpack; two, a winter coat. We agreed to trade for a new, North Face expeditionary 
down jacket with hood, and a roll of heavy canvas so I could stitch up the backpack. The 
motorcycle needed brake and clutch handles; that was it. I cut a canvas pad the size of my back. 
Then I sewed on straps and two large circular pockets for the jacket and sleeping bag. After 
sewing on a variety of pockets, I was ready to hit Mt. Lemmon and build a winter camp. 


I hitched a ride to Bear Canyon Picnic Area. Only one exit led out of the area into the steep 
terrain jagged with edges leading up to the top ridgeline. I followed animal trails down to the 
dry ravine and up the other side to the top of the next ridgeline. I was hoping to find the creek I 
was told about; it was there. 
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I didn’t feel comfortable camping on the creek; every sharp-tooth jawbone on the mountain 
would be at the watering hole every night. I couldn’t stand the snarling screams. 


I found a secluded dry wash leading down to the water lavishly provided for by a huge, 70 foot 
long decomposed fir tree spread out across the top of the flat ledge. Two 14 foot rock walls rose 
up to the top of the ledge. Every branch I needed to frame the shelter was lying there ready to be 
scrambled together below. There was enough soft, powdered wood to finish the floor at the base 
of the wall with a carpet cushion to sleep on. I drove stakes in a semi-circle around the base of 
the rock wall to form a flat floor on a steep hillside. I had to find a way to block out the snappy 
wind blasting through the canyon or I’d freeze and be unable to control a cooking/warming fire. 


I traveled to Tucson and collected plastic mattress covers from furniture store dumpsters; I also 
hit up the farm-stand dumpsters for food. There was enough fruit and vegetables for a 
neighborhood; oranges, lemons, grapefruit, pomegranates, corn, tomatoes, potatoes. 


I made an error living in the mountains that year though. I became addicted to Dunkin Donuts. I 
lost the use of my left elbow and walked with a limp from heel pain. This crippling pain became 
the reason for hitch-hiking to Santa Cruz, CA that spring. 


I built a camouflaged shelter that was invisible from 25 feet away. I ventured out one morning 
for water. I heard a hiker coming up the trail along the creek. I listened to every move 
examining who was approaching. I wanted to meet the hiker. A well-seasoned retired man 
walked up. We had a great talk. He had been a forest ranger in Montana all his life. He wanted 
to just live off the land like I was doing when he first started out as a kid. 


He insisted that he must see where I lived; at 25 feet away, he could not see my shelter after I 
pointed at it. I walked him through the door. The man was absolutely blown away with 
excitement sitting next to the two rock walls joining along a crack that curved off the ground 
above the flat fire-stone up through the roof, perfectly drafted and warm inside. 


I saw only one other person during that winter living in the Santa Catalina Mountains. The first 
time he was squatting on a boulder a half mile away; the next time he walked up and we talked. 
Rain Bird told me about the jojoba plants that grew all over the Sonoran desert from Tucson to 
the Pacific Ocean. The University of Arizona studied jojoba in the agricultural department. 
They grew a jojoba plantation beginning around WWII. They collected the jojoba beans; 
pressed them into a liquid wax and meal, 50/50; then, turned the liquid wax into one of the 
hardest waxes in the world. I went to the UofA Agricultural department and collected samples 
of the beans, waxes, and literature. 


The next time I was in Tucson I talked to Nightwind at the Food Conspiracy Coop about 
supplying them with jojoba oil. The coop staff wanted to carry jojoba oil. I traveled to the San 
Carlos Apache Indian Reservation to buy a gallon. That was the first deal I made that later 
became a career. I was a pioneer in the development of the jojoba industry from that moment 
forward. I later became the ‘wild harvest expert’ in the industry. The people at the coop 
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organized a meeting with me about jojoba. They encouraged me to make a career out of jojoba 
instead of just raising enough money to travel to New Hampshire to see my sister, Molly. 


I showed up at my brother’s apartment in Tucson quite a few times when I went to Tucson from 
my camp at Bear Canyon. Bob and Bonnie, his young wife, became embarrassed and intolerant 
with my appearance, lifestyle, and the Dunkin Donuts I stashed there. Unbeknown to me, Molly 
had driven out from New Hampshire with her four young daughters to resettle in Arizona 
because her husband was violently abusive. Molly told me years later that Bob suggested to her 
at the time not bothering to look me up! Eventually, Molly drove back to New Hampshire 
without seeing me at all. Unfortunately, Bob and I were not familiarly close at that time, neither 
was he close to Molly. The trauma of us three children being separated from our parents at such 
a young age, and eventually separated from each other into various foster homes, caused 
numerous relationship challenges between us which persisted for many years. 


I was fortunate to find another place to stay in Tucson. I stumbled upon a motel being 
demolished on Pastime Road owned by the Amphi School District. [ran into one of their 
employees who told me that he often went there to salvage door frames and windows. He 
thought it would be ok for me to take up residence in a room and to salvage whatever I wanted. 


One late night someone came tearing through the room on a terrified run followed by two men 
chasing him for raping their sister. He hid somewhere in the motel. I became terrified that they 
would find me and think I was the rapist. I raced into my clothes and stepped out into the light 
where the two men could see me. I identified myself convincing them of who I was! 


The electricity was still on at the motel. I didn’t know that when I first started pulling out the 
copper wire to burn off and sell. I had been under a command not to work with my hands to earn 
money. I had a dream that changed that previous commandment one night sleeping in my 
mountain shelter. That winter I carved 45 pipestone beads with a fingernail file I found in a 
Salvation Army donation box one night while rummaging around town. I took the beads to 
Earth Owl’s shop and used his Dremel tool to drill the beads. It was at that time the dream came. 
So, I was collecting the copper wire to sell for the money to buy a Dremel kit to carve pipestone. 
I am working on a peace pipe even now in 2009. I started a pipestone peace pipe guild in Ukiah, 
CA in 2008. There are 25 members; I cut each of them a pipestone pipe blank to carve and 
polish. 


I was attacked by a witch in a dream one night in those mountains; an ancient witch who, I felt, 
had attacked me for decades if not ages. I woke up out of a dead sleep in the sleeping bag when 
a ferocious wind tore through the door and ripped through the shelter. I snuggled up and went 
back to sleep. When I was dead to the world again, a screaming witch flew straight down upon 
me out of the distant darkness, right into my face. I awoke in terror. It took hours of prayer 
before I could fall asleep again that night. That night though, I might have been sleeping where a 
great tragedy had occurred in days past. We often know not where we sleep or walk, or to whom 
we speak. 
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Jesus is my savior! I saw Jesus as the Master and myself as the clay. I carried and read the New 
Testament of Jesus the Christ daily. I took notes from the scripture and prayed continually. My 
strongest prayer was for a career and a future that fulfilled the will of God. Jojoba and food 
coops became that future. 


I had reached the point where I was no longer able to shower at Bob and Bonnie’s apartment. 
Between burning off the copper wire at the abandoned motel and living in the mountains, I got 
pretty ‘goody’. The alternative to a hot shower in town was the creek in the mountains when the 
ice melted off on a sunny day. On two occasions I dove into the smooth, deep rock pools. The 
water was so cold I nearly lost my breath both times. 


The copper I sold paid for the Dremel tool kit and a good supply of bulk food from the coop. I 
hung the bagged food with strings from the shelter ceiling to protect it from rodents. My favorite 
meal was hot soy flour cooked with carob powder. I loved drinking it late at night in the starlight 
squatting over the hot rocks from a burned-out campfire. The silence and solitude I experienced 
that winter taught me the lessons that I drew upon for the rest of my life. 


AZ Deserting Again - 

Spring was right around the corner when I learned that Healing Waters was having their second 
Celebration of Light healing gathering at the hot springs hotel near Safford, AZ. I packed up 
camp at Bear Canyon for the final time to attend. The same crowd that showed up that second 
year had matured remarkably. The gathering was rather unmemorable except for a group of 
people from the Phoenix, Tempe, AZ area that invited me to live with them to work on a music 
festival they were producing at Legend City. I agreed to work with Gorilla Graphics on the 
promotion literature. The crew consisted mostly of Arizona State University (ASU) students that 
had the Phoenix and Gentle Strength food coops in common. I left the hot springs with them and 
moved into a house just off the ASU campus. Unfortunately the students lost the leased house 
shortly thereafter. They arranged for me to camp in a bamboo patch in the back yard at another 
house in Tempe on Una Avenue with Roger, David, and Andrew. They were members of Gentle 
Strength Food Coop. It was on 5" Street across from City Hall and the ASU football stadium. 
Gentle Strength had grown from a church basement buying club to a tiny store in the center of 
Tempe. Their best customer was Earthen Joy Restaurant right next door. Every night at closing 
they gave away their soup for free. 


I got a little work from one of the managers at the coop in trade for food. That agreement was a 
new one on the other managers that didn’t settle to well. I got off to a bad start right away with 
Jim; a bad start that never got settled during the years I worked for Gentle Strength. 


I took charge of writing, reporting, and printing the coop newsletter. An old storage room 
became the office. Jim didn’t like that either. I couldn’t make a move without him hounding 
me. 
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Editor’s Note: The ‘original rough-draft’ document material that I received from the Titus’s 
daughter (Portia) cuts off abruptly at this point in story narrative. So, the above section 
represents the complete body of “Tales of An Alley Cat’. Therefore as Editor, I will insert 


(below) the Epilogue section as the ‘last chapter’ which I wrote to close-out the main body of 
this great work. 


Please peruse the following Addendum section of this document for a photo collage of Titus’s 
life, Titus’s poetry, editorials, and other miscellaneous writings. 
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Epilogue - The Last Chapter 


By The Editor - 

So, under the circumstances of Titus’s passing prior to completing his ‘Tales’, I will write the 
last chapter of this Hero’s Journey. I respectfully and honorably take this upon myself. 

My beloved brother, Titus, passed away peacefully at his California home while asleep in his 
favorite recliner chair in the late evening of June 18, 2016; thus sojourning from the bliss of this 
life to the bliss of afterlife. From Stardust-to-Stardust. 

Titus attained and maintained his honorable, evolved, and enlightened self for which he labored 
diligently all his life. He kept the faith to the end, and was victorious. He was a humble man 
seen by all as authentic, honest, and passionate who always put others above and before self. His 
generosity was boundless and experienced by numerous people throughout his life. He 
recognized his faults but was contented with self because he always did the best he could - the 
best he could. He frequently asked forgiveness of the Great Spirit for all his errors in thought, 
intent, and behavior, and forgave all those who trespassed against him. This he understood as a 
prime directive. 

In humble gratitude he accepted his life and understood its challenges as great experience for his 
soul development and evolution. He understood life as a dynamic opportunity to experience 
both the light and dark facets of existence. Life being challenged with all sorts of positive and 
negative situations is what sculpts ones soul for eternity. These experiences and the lessons 
learned during his lifetime prepared him for his next incarnation. Through all his trials, Titus 
realized he was called to become a hero; not a hero of others or of the world, but a hero of self 
only. Victory over self is our ultimate challenge, and goal. 

Titus believed he would have another life experience sometime and somewhere in the future to 
pick up his evolutionary sojourn from where he left off in this life. So we can rejoice that Titus’s 
soul will return someday via another avatar incarnation somewhere in the Universe (maybe even 
Earth) and continue his spiritual journey as an Immortal Sentient Being of the cosmos. He will 
rise again. We are eternal souls formed by the fusion of Stardust and Universal Consciousness, 
and periodically return to Stardust in our eternal sojourn. 

Farewell for now my Brother; may we meet together again among the stars. I love you. 


Peace Be With You All. 
Robert D Sanborn (Editor) 
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Photo Collage - Titus’s Family, Friends, & Joys 
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Titus’s Vietnam War Collage 
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Titus’s Poetry 


Editor’s Note: Titus’s Poems are presented below in chronological order beginning with most 
recent, to oldest. 


Agents of Surprise 

[April 2016] 

Death is howling in the wind 

Screaming to spread my ashes 

So hard I am struggling to breathe 

To avoid missing morning sunlight 
Sleeplessness is grinding me to dust 

My thoughts are with so many Souls 

Who I hold dearly when sunlight ray arrive 
I thrive on this battle to survive 

The forces burning to take my life 
Nourished by the JOY we share 

When once again I see your eyes 

There is no possibility that I can stand the ground 
That quakes in quivers divided by 

The truth that lives and lies that die 

So as the light of morning rises 

When the birds begin to sing 

Pink and gold and blue horizons 

Across the Universe's balance 

Angles for a shift that slides us 

Through the keyhole of surprises 

Where never more our lives escape us 
Forever lost the grief of death 

That is to where I will prepare 

Our union in unity never more divided 
Golden Worlds that purify the toxins from which we died 
When Agents colored Orange-Red 

Within the winds of Wars were spread 
Poisoning until we're dead 


A Blueberry for a Bird 

[Feb 2016] 

I found a berry on the kitchen floor 
Now it's waiting to be eaten 

By a bird that believed 
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Plasma Screen's Holographic BlueBeam 
[Feb 2016] 

The Spoken WORD is in Motion 
Deception propagates iron gates 

Enslaving starving paupers who await 
Those Giant's annihilation buried in silos 
Secretly engulfed in natures greenery 
Camouflaged around our blue ball in space 
Triggered for financial fiery flights 
Preceded by deception's projections 

On a global sky sprayed with reflections 


Micky Mouse doom replacing perceptions of 
Calcified pineal glands shrouding creation's vision 
The WORD's delusional nemesis poised in spaceships 
Programmed to frighten evolution's children 

Into bowing before inevitable destruction in 
Nebuchadnezzar's global fiery furnace 

Destined to leave no odorous trace for 

Chemtrail's smoke screen will surely fail 

To replace Divinity's offspring 

Whose ROCK will drop the Giants on their face 


Feel Me See You 

[Dec 2015] 

When I'm coughing and lonely at night 

Listening to the drizzle drops soon to be ice 

I wander above the clouds into the sunlight 

Watching you sleep in your bed covered lace 

Across the valley where your beautiful face rests in sleep 
Waiting to awaken with a song in your heart 

You shared with the angels who live in your dreams 

Who bathe you in downy wings and teach you what to sing 
As I walk through meadows of green 

I know far below your young body screams 

For out of the darkness into the night 

The creatures of earth are screaming with fright 

With wicked wars spreading the paths of their flight 

Your smiles take the stage and you sing with delight 

With your softness strumming cords your lips touch the mic 
Your music reaches hearts that sing for what's right 

To pull down from heaven songs comforting pain 

With hearts full of chorus's hoping to regain 
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The peace that we dream of 
The Love that Light streams 
When our hearts are angelic 
With our cups full of cream 


MendoMoons 

[Oct 2015] 

Everything's put away 
fires out 

Thanx for the Birthday Play 
Ekim and Friends 

Let's do it Again tonight 
A Celebration of Life 
Campfire Lasers starlight 
Up the next morning 
Early and Bright 

All Fall till Winter 

In 4:20 moonlight 


Three Stellar Beams (EuroKids) 

[Oct 2015] 

I'm a "Treasure Hunter' who above all else 
Loves the Beauty of hopeful hearts 
traveling courageously seeking to share 
joy and bliss in waves of consciousness. 


These *Three Stellar Beams* magnetized their 
streaming dreams to within the influence 

of Mendo's spontaneous creativity gifting us 
with the radiance of their luminosity. 


Fortunately for me they pitched their tent 
within sight of every morning's twilight. 


Thanks Giving 

[Nov 2015] 

Locked up in your head is far more than you comprehend 

As you wander point to point lost in your darkness 

Wanting to believe in something when nothing makes sense 
Unable to remember the beautiful simplicity you were born with 
You lie there screaming for more milk from your mother’s breast 
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Angered that her nipples cannot be found 

In the darkness in your head that is black and red 

Choking on your screaming madness you demand to be fed 
As your father holds your mother as she guides your head 


Standing in your crib a glaring lightbulb creates shadows on the wall 
You do your best to climb out then you fall 

The shadows follow you until your eyes recognize your mother's face 
Her eyes seem to be dropping rain as you scream in pain 

Your mind's thundering sparks burning holes in your heart 

As your head is gently raised to the comfort of her cheek 

Her warm milk flowing forth into the abyss of your darkness 

Seems to satisfy the screaming rage until you fall asleep 

Dreaming you are lost from the flashing memories that cannot be grasped 
A blanket of clouds hide the starlight urging you to rest 


More than a decade passes before you hide your secret rebellion 

Shared with just one friend who guides your hands into the fires you've inherited 

In a world that has swallowed whole the hopes of your wild imagination 

Not to be unleashed until the bare hot road leads you to destiny of your escape 

Where you find your freezing lost body lying on another roof overlooking a strange city 
Roaring out its naked enthusiasm to absorb your wanderlust into its alluring flame 
Your mind scrambles with the confusion you feel in your heart to run or fall into the heat 
Loneliness your only friend as the rising sun warms the decisions you must make 

You take another look inside determined to find the treasures you left behind 

You suddenly realize the star filled skies are hiding the same answers in your mind 
That out there where the sunlight shields are the stars the nights reveal 

That in the shadows of the dawn await your dreams to be reborn 

When we grasp that all we seek 

Are in the words that we speak 


I Love Flowers 

[Nov 2015] 

I love to watch everything Flower 

When I remember someone it's their Flowers I see and smell 

The beauty, the fragrance, the soft touch of their petals on my lips and fingertips 


Every flower falls; it's sad, except for their colors when they dry 
I've learned to be happy with the seed pods and dried colors 

If I could have a wish though, I'd trade my lips for your soft petals 
I'd trade the soft touch on my fingertips for your fragrance 
{{{SAVED: soft flower petals }}} 
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An Insidiously Humorous Intrusion 

[Nov 2015] 

I hope getting up at 3:30 am 

doesn't become a luxury 

Up at 1:41 this morning... 

I realized lying there 

from my research yesterday that the left leg 

Deep Vein Thrombosis is caused by the recurring lymphoma cancer 


The pain and inflammation has spread to my poor little sex organ 

The Cannabliss salve I applied yesterday afternoon has worn-off 

The dull throbbing returned spreading into my thighs and stomach 

Accelerating my delight playing this cat 'n mouse game 

I get to gamble with before boarding the peace train 

When all along I thought I'd just get to suddenly hop aboard 

With that last whistle blast blending with the withering smoke 

Slowly disappearing with a rumbling chuckle as the tracks disappeared into the waiting dawn 


How Much A Monkey Be 

[Oct 2015] 

A tale was told in days of old 
When clouds were clearly made of gold 
In the mirrors on the walls 
Monkey memories would recall 
Journeys past and sure to come 
Forests of stars that spun as one 
Grew a branch on the run 

Its roots entwined in murky mud 
Failed to grow toward the sun 


In the darkened forest crown 
Screaming monkeys raged around 
Afraid of tigers on the ground 

Who filled the trees with fearful sounds 
To scare the monkeys of their songs 

To make them feel they didn't belong 
Soon the tigers clawed and climbed 
Chasing monkeys to the isles 

Of frozen ice and avalanche 


In the glare reflecting chance 
Monkey minds recalled the old 


When their hearts were filled with gold 
Where in the depths their memories told 
A tale of forests in the sun 

Where tigers and monkeys lived as one 
Back when clouds were made of gold 
Within the crowns of monkey fun 


Betrayal Survivor 
[Oct 2015] 
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Exposed to the highest degree of danger on ancient jungle trails 


A tiny team invisible to an underground enemy 
Easily eliminated by snipers - and plausible deniability 
By darkened buried heads refused even a whisper 
That could blow into a furious desert storm 

Were the trail to lead to the files of the JCS 
Continuing to secretly share with heads of State 
Who invested billion$ to destroy millions 

In electrified swamps with illegal gas 

All who stood in their way 

Defending their lives 

From crushing lies 

Sold as democracy 

By Founding Fathers 

Who spin solar systems into 

Infernos spewing gold 

Into hardened-mines worked by slaves 
Genetically programmed 

To breed demons in nightmares 

Who appear famous in sunlight 


In Honor of Love's Might 

[Sep 2015] 

When wolves run free 

Stop running down prey 

Bobcats sleeping all night and all day 

Deer herds lying in meadows of green 

Their last screams heard in long lost dreams 

When lions stop roaring leaping to kill 

When night time is filled with the light of Love's thrill 
Serpents won't hiss and hawks won't need bills 

Lay us down gently when their fireballs blow 

Then drop down saved cities to their homes here below 


Been to long waiting for those cities of old 

To rest here in gardens covered in gold 

Where prana refreshes the crowns of our souls 

Watch over the children whose dreams will be torn 
Till the days of still waters when our dreams are reborn 


Ageless and Endless Wars 

[Sep 2015] 

The days grind by in dusty smiling piles 

That memory fails to recall or console 

As another sunrise reheats the cold 

Soon to be remembered when the day grows old 
Exhausted by the search as the months pass by 
Guided by the lies of fame bleeding on the ground 
As the anger grows hard on the walls of our minds 
Children of the slain are reared to fight for the dead 
Divided into pieces negotiating plans 

Buzzards rip the flesh off maps of renamed lands 
Histories re-written to glorify the old 

Stack up in piles of smiles taught in the schools 
Where children are twisted to turn against homes 
Where the love of their grandfathers turn into mold 
Burrowing deeper below thermo baric explosions 
Graduates of the Ivy Leagues deploy next generation toys 
Played with by the soul-dead lined up in columns 
Singing drill sergeant songs of rangers in camouflage 
Who upon returning from missions of death 

Log-on to the internet watching videos of lies 

Who cannot believe their eyes which just witnessed 
a candlelit wedding party blown to the skies 

For a Morning-Report requiring sales support 
Among investors anchored off-shore in their sailing yacht 
Hoping to increase profits in the post-war mop-up 
While the wounded languish in suicidal forethought 
Realizing their hopelessness will soon be forgotten 


Cal-leaf-fornia 

[Sep 2015] 

Chickens circle loop-hole bound 

For soup and eggs to feed the hounds 
For men of kings who chase us down 
Who shoot us buried in the ground 
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In the labs behind the walls 

Blissful secrets remain unknown 

As decades pass prison grown 
Confine our mother's children's own 


Wrapped in pain nightmares sown 
Banquets planned connecting crowns 
Echo across bowls of gruel 

Hunters who can't feed their dogs 


Our long lost hidden golden piles 
Emptied from our blooded bowels 
Pirated principles corporate grown 
On bloodied fields where hero's moan 


Millions lean on moldy walls 
Startled grief their only songs 
Skull and bones false-flags flown 
Reflecting-pools cool ground-zeros 


Revolving fleets century's old 

Filled with "Trust and Faith' long spent 
Increasing debts and rising rents 
Finance nuclear missile-loads 


Parchment laws fill moth-balled halls 
Where free men's constitution's hemp 
Remind us of a conflict spent 
Conquering genocided continents 


Watch candida cancers grow 
Cures killing by the bottle 
Trembling children find relief 
From oil of an outlawed leaf 


Golden Bear raise your paws 
Baring federal cannabis laws 
Upon your back paws rise 
Republic roar out our cries 


Fill the air with our might 

Strong songs sung through-out the night 
Flooding hope across the land 

Until our PEOPLE understand 
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Touch A Star 

[Aug 2015] 

A Snowflake began its flight in heat 
Vapor rising from an insignificant lake 
Lost in a forest unknown to human feet 
Destined to rise and fall into a snow-bank 


Tinged with a shade of neon aquamarine 
A cosmic-undine decided to intervene 
Breaking the usual spontaneous symmetry 
The snowflake flew into outer-space 


Geared with discreet orbital gravities 
Unknown to previous snowflake flight 
Prudence controlled its snowflake lights 
As it gloriously sang spontaneously 


Back in the deep piles of snowflake banks 
Rustling fractures began to break 

As drips and drops melted into streams 
Muddy waters settled silently into silt 


An Insight On Love's Light 

[Aug 2015] 

Many great warriors don't grab their guns 

When the day is over in the sunken sun 

With all that sunlight flashing in their souls 

When the walls crash down there's nowhere to run 


If fire was the answer the mountains burning coal 
Rising through the sunbeams would carry us home 
Comfort comes when Ya finally really know 

How to stay warm in a blizzard's frozen snow 


Walk along gently preparing to rest 
Every time death puts you to the test 


Let the sunbeams take you where the cold don't blow 


Back to the summit where the sunlight first glows 
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SpaceFear [unfinished] 

[May 2015] 

Where in Space can it not be found 
Someone to love in unfamiliar gowns 
When even beneath our feet live ants 
Flourishing in glaciers ice-worms implant 
Electronic magnetic molecular matter 
Whirling masses spiraling together 
Atomic specks solidified ground 

Out of Space all life abounds 

Where most of what’s living is secretly bound 
Spaceships cover the Universe 
Streamlining mining 

From here to the moon and Mars 

Deep underground with emergency MRE's 
Delivered by electromagnetic levitation 
Speeding at 3 times the speed of sound 
Lifting off for interstellar flight 

Out into billion year old cultures 

While we uranium aerosol 

Passing from specks of dust 

Until the mental clouds clear 

Hypnotized delusional minds 

Saturated in servile war and fear 
Conformity 


Feather Light 

[May 2015] 

It gets complicated 
Being a bird 

Now I'm just a feather 
Stuck in a tree 
Sometimes 

Waiting for the wind 
To set me free 


A chill settled in the valley 
Frost-frozen to a leaf 

Until the sun pours rays 
Into the flight of my liberty 
Occasionally interrupted 


Sanborn / Tales of an Alley Cat / 103 


Sanborn / Tales of an Alley Cat / 104 


Acid Or Alcohol 

[May 2015] 

Exotic London liquor mixed from global beaches 
Twisting time to afternoons toppling towards 

A distant sunrise never realizing dawn's rising 
Snoozing in till noon's coffee wears off at 2:00 


A lifestyle of silence and solitude shared with songbirds 
Creates a sense of telepathic symphony with airwaves 
Where hearts and souls of ancient sages dine as families 
Off world in crystal palaces illuminating potential creativity 


Summers Startling Stone Wall Rattle 

[May 2015] 

A rattlesnake's a mythic thing to a 6 year old 

Growing up in blizzards and icicles carrying 

A bucket of drinking water from a bubbling 

Spring at the edge of a forest back to the kitchen 
Before walking to the bus-stop to meet with all 

Four grades lined up in rows seated together 

The one room school heated with a pot-belly stove 
Except for the outhouse reached by one finger or two 
In rural New Hampshire's granite mountain foot-hills 
With a town-hall next door that housed the carriage 
Pulled by horses across the snow with interchangeable 
Ski rudders in winter or wheels on the way to the grave 
So it came as a great surprise one late sunny afternoon 
When a UFO silently sank into sight wavering back and forth 
To attract my attention before rising at incredible speed 
On its way back to where I had perhaps once come 

To remind me as I grew into rapidly changing skies 
That the future could lead once again to a journey 

On board telepathically communicating our way back home 


STROKE Day 

[Apr 2015] 

Space-ticket arrived *_’ 

The whistle's blown twice 
Two strokes on the engine 
One more stroke it'll die 
Woke up with stars in my eyes 
Due a Lightshow in the sky 
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Awakened by my last sunrise 
Smiling my last good-byes 


Eskimo Snow 

[Apr 2015] 

Musical wind tones blow across a snow-block dome 
Whistling through the fur of a pile of dogs mounded 
Against the outside wall in a circle of midnight noses 
Awaiting darkened bass-beats to ease their crescendo 
Swelling intensely until morning stillness lies composed 


Awakened warm in eider down awaiting Arctic’s frozen stare 
Community people wearied hydro-dams running into 
Awaiting warming water's flow 

Foretells the fate ocean currents and changing seasons share 
Wearied people 

The Eskimo curlew bright cinnamon with legs bluish-grey 
Original community people 


Another Joyful Spring 

[Mar 2015] 

The rainy wind shares oxytocin 
To Coincide anandamide 
Springing through ruby sprigs... 
Covering skeleton silhouettes 
Embracing skylines tired of frost 


Wings that once rest to hide 
Flutter now and dance around 
In forested greenery urging 
Nested eggs to hatch in safety 
Awakened in April's showers 


Soon soft sunny noons 

Launch newborns into flocks 
Flirting with singing winds 
Harmonizing their songs 

Till dusk settles into silence 
Their careful watch in moon-lit 
Darkness waiting for the dawn 


Dark-Thinking Bright-Ideas 
[Mar 2015] 

Darkness surrounds us 
Creating in us ideas 

Let Love's Light Shine On 


Imagination 
Terrorizing memory 
Sleeping lions bite 


The sun rises bright 
Suppressing what must be seen 
In darkness of night 


Reaching out to find 
The source of pain unwanted 
Unable to heal 


Struggling for peace 
Horrors replace restful sleep 
Knotting narrow dawns 


Unwind shuttered eyes 
That keep the heart from hurting 
Consciously seeing 


The dawn never sleeps 
Impossible to avoid 
The light will be seen 


Silent roars are heard 
Camouflaged in deep grasses 
The beast must be seen 


Generations rise 
Intending to find heaven 
When bodies lie down 


Gentle peace will come 
When cruel nightmares are gone 
But really why wait 


Will we meet the dawn 
Awakening from peaceful sleep 
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Long before we're gone 


Accepting our fate 
As our ancestors have done 
Carving away fear 


Death is not horror 
For those rising must still breath 
Leaving us a breeze 


Listen carefully 
Watching flowered branches sway 
In golden pink Love 


We are not alone 
Left to be afraid of beasts 
Growling in our sleep 


For when we choose joy 
In every breathe we take 
Our Love cannot leave 


Sleep is not relief 
From the tides that never change 
Nor Love lost to death 


The rising sunlight 
A surface dweller's nightmare 


Solved in Shamballa 


Balanced and centered 


Love's light gathered from deep space 


Puts the beast to sleep 


Awaken dear friend 
Love is the heart of our dreams 
Concentrate on Peace 


All Orb Hearts Spin Love 
Twisting together the Thread 
That makes living real 


Darkness surrounds us 
Creating in us ideas 
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Let Love's Light Shine On 


All Orb Hearts Spin Love 
Yes I'm talking to You Child 
A thought in darkness 


Cross Roads 

[Feb 2015] 

Heroin Politicians 
Banking people's pride 
Decade old hidden labs 
Synthesizing herbal bliss 
Bleached pressed tabs 
Sold as hidden death 


Beings born Anandamide 
A joyful Aphrodisia 
Chocolate coated mania 
Arousal's damiana 
Suppresion's elixia 
Trichome vapor 
Happiness in a volcano 
Heating up sativa 


A Valentine Farewell 

[Feb 2015] 

We covered a lotta letters 
Between A to Z You and me 
From August to February 

For a couple hard-boiled 
Eggs with fractured shells 
Spiced together generously 
When laughter learned to jell 
With our scrambled flippancy 


Synthetic Century 
[Feb 2015] 


Nano-Generation creeps invisibly 

Saturated in concrete snow glued to the ground 
Evergreen flight services rewiring the moon 
Programmed flying micro-fibers tracking its spin 
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To measure compliance planting GMO gardens 
Absorbing Fukushima fallout combined with 
Green Tea sweetened with Saccharine served to 
Families passing on the pain of depleted uranium 


However hard the creepy nano-fibers replicate 
Crawling around the acid infested intestines 

The key is not to be shocked when we cough ‘em up 
Watching fibrous monsters crawling out of the phlegm 
Now, that scientific ‘natural phenomenon' 

Will fill the fiat banks gambling on Wall Street 
Awaiting the bubble to grow thin enough to go 'short' 
Harvesting a crop of ill health incubating in hospitals 


The homeless families wandering illegally 

Camped for the night next to a city stream 

Awaken divided between tax-funded city agencies 

Combing city streets for the harvest of human resources 
Before the hidden creeps crawl out of the subterranean 

Vat filled halls to replenish enzyme molecules 

Needed to survive long enough to alter the genetics 
Necessary for that interstellar flight back to their dying planet 


The Dark Side of the aluminum satellite moon towed into place 

Rang like a bell tethered to the ships towing it through space 
Organized inside to intercept every psychotronic frequency 

Bending waves just enough to hybridize human heartbeats 

Generating desperation satisfying dumbed-down brains 

Disconnecting pineal gland communication by crystallized fluoridation 
Squeezing closed warehoused foods with-held from hungry mouths 
Paying 5 times more for soy and corn crumbs 

Swept into 3.4 oz. over-packaging while processing ethanol 

To be blended with refined tar-sands piped across a continent 
Overrunning Sovereign Nations and private lands before spilling in the Gulf 


Breathing in an atmosphere technically described as plasmafied 

Supports aboard cigar-shaped platform-flights stretching for a quarter-mile 
Compressed-fired exploding hydrogen balls shot at the speed of sound 
Bursting so hot on an enemy their dissociated DNA disappears in heat and light 
Opening opportunity to rebuild monumental memorials 

Dedicated to those who lose their lives exposed to cleaning up 

The aftermath of Atomic Demolition Devices protected by Laws of War 
Projected to last a century of future generations 


Divine Times 

[Feb 2015] 

I could fly to Hawaii 

Reaching for the Highest 
Peaking where the rumble rolls 
Dodging fiery flows 

Cooling down in windy snows 


Meditating on creamy surf from Heartbreak Creek 
High above heated tears crashing rocky breaks 
Reminding shorelines of ancient times 

When coconuts and fish caught inside the reef 
Inspired the fire connecting dancers with divine 


Mendo-time at sunset washing golden shores 

Is all the travel that I need to take forevermore 
Reminds me beauty lies within my wandering eyes 
As I lay me down each night to settle into sleep 

I dream of every shore my windy wings will sweep 


To Little Miss Iffyifever 

[Feb 2015] 

If I was a '49 Ford pickup 

You'd be the coil under my hood 
Storing sparks 

The fuel-injection system needing 

A little tender tune-up every now 'n then 
'n the rumble seat custom oped 'n 
Bolted to the canopy-covered bed 
Rigged with heat sensitive whistles and 
Bells 'n lasers that could be seen 

'n heard on the moon 

Cause that's how we roll 

Not to mention the burning rubber 
When we peel away 

Don't just let me pass you by 

Without hopping on board for a joy ride 
Cause a '49 Ford knows how da slide 

'n only Goddess knows you know how da ride 
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Frozen Rainbow's Melting Fire 

[Feb 2015] 

When rhythms of beating surf pouring through our dreams 
Land us close to campfires circled by our friends 

Memories of sunlight basking in frozen walls of time 
Radiate the waves we ride melting into streams 

For the lonely shivering in hollowed banks of snow 
Crawl-holes dug in blizzard blackness left by wailing storms 
The icy desperation shattering the rays we once called hope 
Are opposite points of life's avalanche melting off the slopes 


Rewinding Omega 

[Jan 2015] 

Dig deep into the shallow womb 

Shadows imitating Universal Bloom 
Recognize the unfolding gloom 

Cartoons lodging in our cranial rooms 
Cobwebs swept by Sunlight's broom 
Projecting true images of Joyful Love films 


Love Strings 

[Jan 2015] 

Invisible to the naked eye 
Bio-Orbs cross the sky 
Upon a sweet lullaby 
Sharing Winds 

With Our Wings 

Love Sings 

One String 


Blue Love 

[1979] 

I ain’t blue no more 
Cause I been to the store 
An’ I got sugar on me 
Settle down Blue 

It’ll take a while 

Sugar melting me down 
It’s a wonder honey 
Hard as lam 

How I ain’t a stone! 
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... Titus’ Poem ‘BLUE LOVE’ was on cover of Gentle Strength Food Co-op Newsletter, Tempe, 
AZ (1979) 


Weare Very Fortunate Sons 

[Dec 2014] 

I was removed from our ‘mother's Love' long before my brother was born. 

Unsaddled from her protection by the State, we both were to fall under insanity's feet. 
The wicked witch paid to give us bed, to watch that we were fed, wished that I was dead. 


Mourning, I learned to count the moments that passed in the house of my enemy 

Long before I was free to speak. 

Locked away day after day, I counted myself to sleep; eventually, I despised the numbers 
That grew too large to fit within my head. 

It was then that my heart-beat outlasted my tears. 


Concentrating, my mind hardened. 
When the witch returned me to the arms of our mother, 
My heart softened. 


We are very fortunate sons. 


A Star Seed 

[Nov 2014] 

When a Star-Seed blows in the cosmic wind 
It's difficult to know that journey's end 
From whence it began or the reasons why 
Until one day loving to live 

Until one day loving to die 


Sugar Fermentation of a Starving Oxygen Nation 
[Nov 2014] 

I once had a stress-diet dependent upon ice-cream 

To cool the smoking memories tattooed on my brain 
Knowing that sweet relief stirred up troubled dreams 
Like crosshairs in a riflescope squeezing off nightmares 
That continued to scream like popup targets at a fair 
Terrorizing that escape from the hole I dug to hide 
Irritation in my eyes trembled with uncontrollable rage 
As I watched coming into focus the nonexistent evidence 
That peasants were the enemy instead of secret shadows 
Selling frozen cartons of vanilla formaldehyde 
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In everyday fairy tales taught to grammar schools 
Soon to be the sites of graveyards hiding future suicides 


Flowers of Glory 

[Nov 2014] 

Smile ON US You *Flowers of Glory* 
Happily Healing dissolving the Feelings 
CHEMBOMB & Fukushima 


Alienocean 

[Nov 2014] 

Cosmic hunter-gatherers have trapped us 
In a poisoned atmospheric ocean 

An alien illusionist's evo-solution 

20 parts deception 10 parts fear 
Smothered in chemtrails bottled 

As Fukushima Beer 


Key's Secret See's 

[Nov 2014] 

Consciousness is Reality 
Reality an ever emerging Dream 
Woven Together Seamlessly 
Exploring Limitless Possibilities 


Silent Sightless Sleepers 

[Oct 2014] 

Until I dropped the marble in the cracks beneath my feet 
The streams of ants exposed above their kingdom 

Were squashed under my weight 


In the quiet predawn darkness as I sat upon my swing 

I heard ferocious nuke terrenes tunneling beneath the springs 
Bubbling above the rocky timberlines 

7000 feet above the rivers flowing to peaceful sea 


In my eyes across the valley rose the tallest coastal peak 
Ancients used for signal fires from Mendo to Magdalena Bay 


How many lessons do we need beneath the hooves of armored steeds 
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Before the sun returns to rise above the reddened nuke filled skies 


Moon towed in from space by rich baboons 
To shoot us down at their high noon 


Miles From Mendo 

[Oct 2014] 

A piece of me will pass away when you leave 
When your affection remains a reflection 

An image so precious it's hard to conceive 
Our reconnection of mutual protection 

The trust we share in each other’s dream 

Our power to change sour into sweet cream 

In a world so unreal our Love turns to screams 


Love Seeds 

[Oct 2014] 

Curves of Light's blended colors 
Swirling in Love's endless mind 
Trace through a past of colorful gas 
Songs of rhythm and rhyme 
Driven by heat's pounding beat 
Spiraling down to the beach 
Sounds of implosions 

Driving emotions 

Pebbles of man-made of sand 


Me or Moe 

[Oct 2014] 

I've been in the dog-house so I know 

Instead of being me I'd rather be Moe 

"Come on Moe, come sit in my lap" 

If I was Moe 'n You were sleepy 

We could snuggle 'n take a nap 

Moe's the lucky one even when you're gone 
Cause you'll hold him soon 'n not let go 

Pressing him to your breasts you'll sing him a song 
But I'm sitting here frozen stiff as a log 

When just three hours ago I held you in my arms 
Aching to hold on and never let go 

So instead of being me I'd rather be Moe 


Platinum Shavasana_1 
[Sep 2014] 

Pretty kitty 

Deeper than the water 
Higher than the sky 
Sharp claws 

Soft paws 

Gorgeous eyes 


Platinum Shavasana_2 
[Sep 2014] 


I gotta little kitty too 

She roams around her range 

Though she's bred a pure Maine Coon 
She grew up pretty strange 


When her master had to leave 
She left her in the barn 
Moving on to the city 

Her master left a ball of yarn 
As the miceys played around 
She'd take a little bite 

But her bowl of Half ‘n Half 
Stayed empty every night 


So at last she found her way 

Into my flower-beds she'd play 

Hiding in the mounds so deep 

Her crawling stealth would always keep 


My golf balls rolling for the holes 
Reminded her of boring moles 

So from the bushes she would leap 
Excited just to play 

She'd bat the balls as they rolled by 
And bury them in furry heaps 


I never knew where she'd be 
Until leaping from a tree 


That Maine Coon Kitty leaping off my head 
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Somersaulting as she fled 
Camouflaged in pinks and reds 


In the barn built next door 

She couldn't sleep on the floor 

In the Winter I would see 

A big puff-ball up in a tree 

Where she spent the Winter’s cold 
Curled up in a furry mold 

Waiting for the sun to rise 

When the Spring Sun shone its eyes 


As the flowers went to bloom 

I'd be looking out my room 

She'd be stretched out on the ground 
Buried in the flower mounds 

Then I'd see her leaping out 

And with a little kitty shout 

Bat the balls as they rolled by 
Under sunny Summer skies 


Well now the Winter's cold come back 
I am growing old 

Every night as I sleep 

That pretty Maine Coon's at my feet 
Waiting for the sun to rise 

She lies purring in my eyes 

I arise with a laugh 

To fill her bowl with Half 'n Half 


Monster Surging Through My Veins 
[Aug 2014] 


There's a monster surging through my veins 


It feeds on clouds that don't drop rain 


When tomorrow comes if I'm not in pain 
I'll drive on down where I'll jump the train 


The tracks lead back to a secret plan 


To decimate the lives of disposable men 


Tricked into believing that in the end 
The futures in the hands of our children 
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MENDO Coastal Mountain Kids 
[Jul 2014] 

It may be our children's, children 
Who live to be Free 

Free of mind and heart and slavery 


A Song of Our Sister's Wishes 

[Jul 2014] 

From the mountains of Mendocino 
14 hours south to the sea 

Deep into the moonlight she's driving 
To melt her heart into mine 


Knowing full well the light of our star 

Sinks into the rising sun 

Together we've grown from the rays of the womb 
From the moment we stepped off our thrones 


Cast onto the stage of earth's twilight streams 
At first all we knew was each other's schemes 
Dancing in shadows of mysteries to come 

We polished our fancies perfecting our dreams 


Absorbing the light we've blessed on the ground 
From our precious pearls strung on all roads 

My songbird sister wings her way home 

To share with our Sun the love we have found 


Urchins of the Cosmic Sea 
[Jul 2014] 

Far beyond the surf at sea 
Where doldrums battle ferocity 
Lost Urchins of Humanity 
Await to rest their weary eyes 


Dudes Abide 

[Jul 2014] 

Central Sun Councils 
Summoning Independent Heirs 
Chuted here through vagina's gate 
Inherit a hybrid primate's fate 


Urantia's Colonies fictitiously illuminate 
Solutions to the Genocidal/Ecocidal 
Destruction they create in 

Gaia's chemical Gardens they irradiate 


Interstellar BioSelf Propulsion 
Foo-Foo Fighters 

Orbing in and out of sight 
Intersect/intercept nuclear flights 


Love Canal TMI now Fukushima 

Softly kill the Northern Hemisphere 
Geo-engineering typhoons into hurricanes 
Triangulating HAARP's fault-line ignitions 


Deep Underground Military Bases {D.U.M.B.} 

Well stocked for the joyful Elite Faces 

Seem to imply their escape from a fiery surface 

When perhaps they have invested into their own graves 


We Dudes abide these hereditary transmissions 
Nourishing our Endocannabinoid Systems 
Hash-patching our tumored necks and lungs 

Enduring enough to conclude the missions we've begun 


Destinations Children 

[Jun 2014] 

Memories pool in static caves 
Filled with pain that must dissolve 
Mysteries splashing in our eyes 
That will resolve in distant skies 


DOOM to All Races 

[Jun 2014] 

Predators booming in the death of light on 
Pillaging bubble-blower's financial plight 
Burying the living in debts of delight 
Dangling carrots before war's final flight 
Prompting no engagement with 

Distorted systems of compensation 
Destroying every nation's 

Crown of Creation 
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Gwyn Falls Inspiration 

[Jun 2014] 

Mother Earth Giving Birth 

Her water's splashing through girths 
Slippery sensations cycling over paths 
Stumbling with rolling boulders 
Crashing into fractured walls 

Waiting their turn to tumble into 

Pools of tranquility echoing transitions 
From salty evaporation into thunderclouds 
Sparking lightning strikes 

Into arid sands rooting cactus 
Reaching for subterranean streams 
Spilling showers of roaring deliverance 
From the bubbles of tiny springs 


Cactus Crystals 

[Jun 2014] 

Freely feel exhilaration 
Frequencies and vibrations 
Stable enough to confine 
Pounding deep depression 
Strength of interaction 
Computational coloration 
Chemical bonds 

Crystals and cactus 
Lonesome molecules 
Bubbles in our brains 
Microcosmic cornucopia 
Showering gifts upon 
Sympathetic gangs 
Innervating social integrity 
Imitating language and thoughts 
Reflections of the invisible 


Money not Milk 

[May 2014] 

Money not milk/power not peace 

From deceit in the "Land of Milk and Honey' 
Pretending our children are kitties and bunnies 
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This 'Information Age’ propagates lies 
Cries the dim-downed sun over Chemtrail skies 
Raining disease and watching bees die 


Hovering above us from Universal skies 
Advanced and civilized our space friends cry 
For they see upon us destruction and death 
From ancient powers practicing lawlessness 
We mustn't forget but long remember 

Our life is Love strong and tender 


Song of the Solar Surfer 

[May 2014] 

"You have wings to fly!" cried the Pacific 

The beach disagreed 

For in your eyes from deep within the skies 

Your Perfect Match whose heart aligns stays attached 
So while you're out here on this wild ride 

Properly assigned with mutual agreement you arrived 
Willing to substitute LOVE's Divine Perfection 

To ease the suffering of Urantia's evolution 

Until sometime soon when she ascends 

Sending you back to Venus reunited 

Remove the camouflage protecting your Light 
Risking all that grows so dim 

Recharges on your return flight 


Seven Suns of Ecstasy 

[May 2014] 

With 10 cents left on the meter 

This vehicle has taken its last ride 

The dancing child inside awaits quite satisfied 
Our ultimate intimacy will never be exceeded 


Adam's Light 

[Mar 2014] 

Left behind or ripped apart from 
Trodden circles and crowded tracks 
The traveled crowds leaned upon 
Some break free and don't look back 
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Inheriting wikiups and cobbled huts 
Passed through generations 
Satisfying endless lines of 
Ancestor's love blending blood 


All around the mountain side 
Single tracks of trails will rise 
Leading to the peaks in skies 
Seekers searching death's surprise 


Winding round and round below 
Crowds keep following what they know 
Comforted from what's passed down 
Buying tickets from circus clowns 


Dusty myths hide the stars 

Circling the matter of atom's light 
Revealed on peaks of mysterious laws 
Lonely scenes in the void of night 


Outside the Wire 

[Mar 2014] 

Mental sovereignty is mankind's last delight 

Where else does the heart beat with such might 
Outside the range of electromagnetic frequencies 
Artificially coloring images strung across our minds 


I've always wanted New York Sisters 

Squashed against the wall I imagined they would come 

Year after year tossed about between rejection and abandonment 
Tortured by a court declaring our family must be torn apart 


From whence have we come to this enslavement 

Where poverty has replaced the banquet spread upon our table 
This imaginary nightmare unfolding year after year 

That we were bred to believe would become our destiny 


Glamour and riches fed our imaginations 

Cast upon the walls by projected cartoons 

Shot by plastic guns preparing us for warfare 

Exploding in a desperate jungle off the shores of a bleeding beachhead 


Entangled in the vines twisted together in our minds 
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A hunger for enlightenment only trapped us in deception 
Trapped in city tenements where our only escape required pledges 
To symbols of allegiance sprayed upon flags of conquest 


When unholy matrimony replaces love with greed 

Mythic tales map the trails encoded into divine destiny 
Covering the secrecy hiding within rewritten history 
Recording the deception played upon the perception of liberty 


Locked in the mystery lost in mist of the monsoon moon 

Tho’ I be brave enough to try, the moon will not fit in the hollow of my heart 
For she is hollow herself and only a reflection of light, without sun within 
Perhaps even manufactured of aluminum and towed into place 

A type of bell that is known to ring 


Hoping one day to celebrate 
Too many poisons blended into the cake 
All I can hope for now is escape 


Dancing in the Firelight 

[Mar 2014] 

I finally had to take my truck in to be put down after 27 years together 
His bed fell through and his camper's stranded in Mendo on the beach 
The ole boy coughed up its last mistake 

When I got there it was too late 

When I turned to go home I heard one last moan 

Unfortunately, it's been two decades since I spent my left leg 
Fortunately, I got no place left to go 


To Bees 

[Mar 2014] 

Travel the world to its most destitute places 
Upon the crags that cling to occasional sunrise 
Where floods swamp the parched remains 

Of seabed playa spread with nary a place to root 


The sands of time spread their messages secretly 
Locked in the blinding swirls of complicated memory 
Preserving what was once hypnotic fragrances 
Penetrating floral landscapes spreading pollination 


How sweet it is to see the waning bee selecting colors 
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Spread upon every possibility that may root into petals 
Delightfully smiling even in threats limiting longevity 
Gathering tiny replicas until abundance is renewed 


Kathleen's Tenderness 

[Mar 2014] 

Upon arising dawn's fresh rain carries me back to this photo again 
Straight from a dream of bubbling streams springing from alpine dew 
Tibetans stringing prayer flags before they sail to Kathmandu 

Spirit carry us through passages leading back to the womb 

Flashing through Sol's kaleidoscope veiled from view 

But so well understood by You 


Kathleen's Dream 

[Mar 2014] 

Tenderness came to rest upon a place 

A universe away hidden without a trace 

Secretly silent Tenderness awakens within her gate 

When Tenderness is gifted we receive a glimpse of her estate 


Your Tenderness is so deep within I cannot escape 
Its omnipresence penetrates magnetically 

There are no boundaries Tenderness cannot reach 
Even where I hide within the depths of my armory 


Your Tenderness shudders my heart joyfully 
Even though you're miles away 

I am drowning in your eyes 

Fascinated with the bubbles that arise 


If I could fly from Mendo to San Francisco 

I could not be closer than Iam now 

Even in your pulsating embrace 

I cannot imagine you exceeding this gift of Tender Grace 


Sublime Precociousness 

[Mar 2014] 

A Fleet of Blue Bloods exploring Outer Space 
Searched for balls of dust to save their dying Race 
Sifting through the sand the nuggets that they found 
Required digging deeper to buried veins in the ground 
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Their ships could plunder planets in a bound 
Digging deep was hard and they soon found 
Banana peels tossed by monkeys to the ground 
A happy race of furballs singing lovely sounds 


Tired of sweaty toil the Bluebloods thought 

Let's cage the furballs fed bananas that they bought 
Breed the monkeys to think they were never caught 
Build them little TVs and teach them how to shop 


Soon the little furballs growing tougher by the hour 
Thought beyond themselves realizing higher power 
Exhausted from working lying on their backs 

They soon discovered lightballs floating in the dark 


Their consciousness expanded thinking of more than ‘just me' 
They bent their minds beyond time to ride eternal seas 

Hitting shores in outerspace the furballs met another race 

Whose Molecules of Pure-born Grace gifted maps of golden lace 


Once again upon the ground the furballs gifted everyone in town 
Golden lace sewn into crowns that purified their veiled minds 
Discontented angry rage was all they knew until that stage 

Where upon their preciousness revealed the grace of golden space 


Gagged and bound soon without a banana to be found 
Subterranean Bluebloods packing MREs in D.U.M.Bs 
Missile firing Drones radiating psychotronic mind-games 
Pretending All is Well while Wall Street collapses fiat change 


A group of furballs bent in pain crowned in lace and golden grace 
Fought the battle in their minds to find a way to replace 

Truth suppressed replaced with death flying flags of skull and bones 
Peddling pirated plastic phones selling poisonous GMOs 


The furballs focused high above clouds of Evergreen CHEMTRAIL skies 
Searching for the GOOD they knew must still live in skies of blue 
Receiving Telepathic Invitations to the *Ball of Grand Elation* 
Universal furballs wait intermittent fate 


Jump Town 

[Feb 2014] 

Every touch we offer 

Every touch we take 

Erases the pain 

Decreases the strain 

On how tightly we're wound 
Permanently bound 

To loving each other 

On the way to Jump Town 


We'll always find 
Decisions we make 
Inflict repression or 
Joyful celebration 


When we see a kid 

Curled up in a corner 

Rejected afraid a dedicated mourner 
Reach out and touch a curl in their hair 
Focusing gentleness into their stares 


Suddenly hearts leap from a frown 

To a place known by some as simply Jump Town 
For how long will laughter in happy retreats 
Away from sorrows that we've learned to beat 
Have long term meaning while some celebrated 
When left in a corner are those who feel hated 


Rivers of Refractions 

[Feb 2014] 

Wouldn't it be nice when a waterfall turns to ice 
Winter freezing icecubes into balls 

Rivers of refractions reflecting through my brain 
Like nuclear levitation evolving from steam trains 
Passing through planes from waterfalls to ice 


Waltz of the Doves 
[Dec 2013] 

War is at our door 
War is in our face 
War is on the streets 
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War is in deep space 


Peace is Love 
Love is elusive 
Living is loving 
Loving is Truth 


Terra is time 
Gold dust is Light 
Light is Spirit 
Spirit is Life 


Passage of time comes with a price 

Seeds in the soil are flowers well primed 
Creation requires fire and ice 

Eternity dances with rhythm well rhymed 


We live in rebellion a large piece of the pie 
Electromagnetics from the eye in the skies 
Sold as a party with weapons to play 

All wars are gimmicks all based on lies 


Put down your guns and escape plans to run 
Fame wealth and glory are posts in a pen 
Isn't the obvious flowing from suns 

Light lasts forever from now until then 


Spiraling down through two dispensations 
Negative karma has darkened creation 
Here on our planet after we're rolled 

The garden grows beauty like days of old 


Purity’s Unity 

[Dec 2013] 

All the angles lined up right 
Redwood sunbeam's misty light 
Dropping dewlets splashing opals 
Vaporize into every breath 

Your sweet heart left 


In the wake of your arrival 
...the following photo: Silas, my Grandson 
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Images of a Dream Queen 
[Nov 2013] 

I've dreamed to long imagining 
Going without the real thing 
Touching in my schemes 

Not realizing 

Not even believing 

The offer I was hearing 
Coming from a soaked dress 
Offering no distress 
Threatening no mischief 
Wanting only deep caress 

We could have had everything 
I thought I was dreaming 

But now I know 

That pretty face 

Offering a sweet taste 

Was a Living Queen 

That I didn't need to scheme 
We could have had everything 


I was lost in a dream 

Where I thought 

I was only imagining 

My lips on her knees 

We could have had everything 
Or am I still dreaming 

Lost in a scheme 

About to lose everything 

In a dream about a Sweet Queen 
I may never see again 


Awakened by Dawn's Rays 

[Sep 2013] 

Amid the cries of who, what and why 
Whether shot from the ground 

Or falling from the sky 

Tipi, tents or wikiups 

Tarps, canopies or popups 
Nestled near springs 

Camps along rivers set up in rings 
Peacefully greeted by starlight 
Awakened by dawn's rays 
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Simplifies all every new day 
The challenge becomes to live under the sun 
To drive away early before we must run 


Apple Sky 
[Jul 2013] 
Stars fill the sky like apples fill the forest 


Choose Joy 

[Jul 2013] 

Be joyful our friend 

Aloneness and togetherness are kin 
One cannot be found without the other 
This is the nature of friendship 

Where Winter's stark frost 

Merges with Summer's bloom 


Ball Games 

[Jun 2013] 

I like playing ball 

Losing doesn't bother me at all 

When I swing and the ball takes a fling 

Bounces off a tree and I never see it again 

It don't mean a thing dropping a new ball doesn't sting 
It's not really about the score any more 

Stroke penalties or my equipment causing the ball to move 
It's more about being smooth with the swing 

Being happy when the ball game's over 

Being happy to play the ball game again 

Pulling up saying here I am 

Greetings with a smile mean everything 


21" Bleeding Century 

[Jun 2013] 

Magnifying ALL that's white 

Colors streaming from the LIGHT 

Bio-Orbic Bodies Emerging into sight 

Smiling with Jade Buddha for Universal Peace 
Burning with MAN in Black Rock City's Skinny Kitty 
Transparent symmetry Manifesting Beauty 
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Converge and overtake 
Castle's gate 

Each bee and ant 

In Turkey 

Content 


Leave Behind the Dust 

(Jun 2013] 

Bound to where the lost is found 
Unemployed from believing in illusions 
Happy to leave behind the dust 
Contaminated as it is with doom 


As our ancient baby eyes wrinkle 
Fluttering with fear as dawn dims 
Our hearts struggle with blood drawn 
That peace lost will reappear 


Nature vaporizes through the spheres 
Rainbows appear and forests turn to opal 
Wrinkled skies and rainbow eyes 

Host eternity every moment of the Now 


Grandpa or Bust 

[May 2013] 

Keep your Heart tenderly tuned 
Remembering your strength 

Is not in how loud you roar 
Passing through this illusion 


Neptune 

[Undated] 

We have so long awaited upon this orb of ‘Hope’ 

Neptune and Laura’s waves of Love washing upon these slopes 

With Elementals celebrating the Golden Age these Goddess’ project 
Among the Stars and Angels bright even in our darkest nights 

Feminine Rays of Compassionate Light bore the burden to protect 

That Truth and Justice so long obstructed would someday come to connect 
Our heart-strings tuned upon the harp that leads our souls to sing our parts 


AuTONOMIST & Seventh Spring 

[Nov 2012] 

Zbeen so great participating 

Winding circles of our fate 

We can spin with UFOs 

Crossing strains with old souls 

Condensing energy into cells 

Exceeding one-dimensional show and tells 
Reducing complexities to simple and quaint 
Gathering together our talents and strengths 
Becoming masters creating what's bent 
From reality that's lost in lies and restraints 
Gathering together the songs in our hearts 
Charging the fabric with joyful response 
Focusing static into sweet beams 


Experiencing pathways projecting our dreams 


Taking what matters ringing like bells 
Singing the songs that flow into the well 


Brimming with wishes that wash out in streams 
The ride of our lifetime on the edge of our screams 


A Friendship to Believe 

[Nov 2012] 

Once impossible to conceive 
Stardust casts our destiny 

Dripping drops from frozen dreams 
Kindled by warm memories 
Awakened mysteries tossed and lost 
Far-fetched jewels reflecting gladness 
Gathering molten hope 

Heart-felt icicles that may melt 
Eventually believing as decades pass 
The tundra hides Aurora's Lass 


.. untitled & unfinished... 
[Oct 2012] 
Sometimes when the sky is furious 


Following a time when the stars shone bright 


No matter how much we beg the fury 
The storm in our hearts shadow the light 


When we look out across the yonder 
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Times long passed towards time to come 
Buried in the frozen dark tundra 
The roots bear proof of leaves and fruit 


When the song seems like it's over 
Every step echoing crusty frost 

Garden gates unhinged and crumbled 
The wilderness screaming out we're lost 


Forests and fields scattered far and wide 


Many More 'Dreams Come True' to Come 

[Sep 2012] 

Come feast or come crumbs as day follows night 
Frictions causing heat and forgiveness causing light 
As daughter, mother, and beautiful wife 

Waste not the choice to always stay bright 


When falling so fast your feet are ablaze 

Your heart turned to lead with your mind in a haze 
When adding it up and taking a tally 

All you find is the ‘lily in the valley’ 


Taken alone it looks pretty dim 

Dreams coming true look pretty slim 

When you feel like a hammer pounding on stone 
The yellow brick road tastes like a bone 


When out of the blue twinkles unite 

Dreams once forgotten take on new flight 

It isn't because we dream all alone 

That dreams once forgotten are suddenly reborn 


Amidst the destruction, deceit, and the chatter 
Voices united are what really matter 

When it's all added up our dreams are the sum 

On the roads that we travel on the highways to come 


A Heart That's Left Drowned 
[Sep 2012] 


I am not reluctant to cry but I prefer to keep my eyes dry 
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Sometimes I wonder if my heart is concrete when I try so hard to keep my heart sweet 
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Try as I may through the twists and the turns as much as I love I've watched my heart burn 
When it comes to the side tracks that I don't travel on I find it a pleasure to hear all the songs 
The passing of dawn that rises to noon the easing of evenings that pass too soon 

Leave us to wonder why any day passes when one long day could hold all the classes 

We wonder and learn about the great and the small when the ones that we love roll up in a ball 
Roll off of the court and out of the game the cheering goes on but the games not the same 

It isn't until we're left in the darkness crying alone as our hearts seem to harden 

That left in a ball on the cold dew drenched ground we wish for the grave to swallow the sound 
For how can one bear the hammer that pounds all that we love into a heart that's left drowned 
....RIP Aaron Wayne Doty (The Dotyman) 


River of Love 

[Sep 2012] 

Jonah, Ya did da *do wa Doty* you're so happy 'n that's the way it's gonna stay 

The river runs deep 'n the river runs wide; you're riding the river 'n you're riding with PRIDE 
Sure, you're gonna sink to where the river grows black ‘cause Aaron's on the other side 'n he's 
never coming back 

Make no mistake, though, 'cause it ain't that tragic; the river runs deep 'n it's filled with magic 
Don't shut down ‘cause the river's gonna flow the magic is LOVE 'n the Love will always GLOW 
Won't be long when you hold out your hand that you'll reach Aaron smiling in the sand 

Your toes won't touch but your heart's will always know, cause the *RIVER of LOVE* is always 
gonna flow ~ ~ ~ 


Dance Blues 

[Sep 2012] 

Take the hands of all who dance 

With fleeting-feet and warm heart-beats 
All mankind whose smiles burn through 
The stormy clouds of minds turned blue 


Heart of a Singing Rainbow Orb 

[Aug 2012] 

We live in the heart of a singing rainbow orb 
Even though the earth appears 'blue' from space 


Mended Minds of Those Once Blind 

{off the top of my head} 

[Aug 2012] 

In the end the pain descends saturating our mind's eye 
It is in how we live It’s not in how we die 
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To find our way to the top out of mud and crushing rock 

Repel and track until we're stopped by punji-pits by one clean shot 

To not let HOPE disappear in the future coming years 

Locked behind bedroom walls yearly wishing they would fall 

Exposing all our silent calls while endless war-plans echo in the halls 

As our children duped to enlist believe the lies on endless lists 

Written up in textbook style training teachers to spread the bliss 

It's not until they draft our daughters sent off to die in the slaughter 

That war-plans have the stealth to cover airport nukes that silent chatter 

All that screaming soaked in horror flashed away by anti-matter 

If we're lucky to not die the silver birds rise to the skies 

Lined with hollow souls that cry to reach the soil they left behind 

To fall upon their broken knees to kiss the earth that heard their pleas 
While in the streets the parties rage fed by drugs to keep us blind 

To keep us deaf from ever hearing dozers pushing in the dirt to cover up the hurt 
They wheel in shattered broken bodies dumped in beds soaked in drips 
That fall to forgotten moldy floors interrupting mice and rat swimming holes 
Combatants left to decide to go to jail or graves of suicide 

Driving alleys behind wheels of hidden cars they called home 

To avoid freeway bridges lined with tents and stinking garbage 

Crawling through the mire of hate the disposed must face their fate 

To be forgotten and despised for once believing in the lies 

That we were raised to believe would save us from fear and grief 

From enemies that could attack who are in fact within the gates 

So as we wallow towards our death each and everyone decides 

To remain in victims hell un-alerted by the bells ringing in our inner ears 
Or to battle for the rise above the din of fallen skies reaching up always grasping 
For the ropes of endless hope that come from guts and gnashing teeth 

To never stop fighting back while breath ignites collapsing health 

To one day stand upon new feet harden by overcoming failure and defeat 
To rise up to each morning bright after all those decades pass 

With limp and patches scars and pain resentment all washed down the drain 
There comes a time when into our hands there falls an opportunity to regain 
All the laughter thought once lost returned at last at untold cost 

We stand alone before the crowds pouring out the love we've found 

Until a vortex starts to rise with the light from broken hearts 

We suddenly understand that all we share together blends 

Into each other’s paradise that requires sharing eyes 

Focused on overcoming anger hate and disbelieving 

That in the light from each other's minds we create the joy that binds 

All our dreams into one everlasting shining sun 
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Markets On Ice 2013 

[Aug 2012] 

Come March garden gates will crumble 

Tales of serpents twined into the maize 

Stained glass windows in barns all melted 

Tesla's dream left blazing in the inferno fed by rage 


Antique plowshares replaced by MRE's stored miles below the graves 
Their furrows long forgotten by the oxen whips once raised 

Have turned to bunkers bulldozed deep by boardroom votes throwing raves 
Inside GMO Green Zone walls where cows and sheep once grazed 


High upon their kingdom's mountains piles of gold buy destruction 
Spoon-fed to the cheering crowds upon whose knees worship death 
Collateral damaged honey bees confused by extremely low frequencies 
Succumb to mosquito spray spread by TARP's Trillions 


Arctic winds blow wicked cold while ice packed islands melt to drought 
Ocean breezes turn to steam when fractured fault-line triggered schemes 
Spew Fukushima fallout wasteland across the Northern Hemisphere 
Where radioactive fish and kelp wash ashore in Southern California 


Captured in Winter Winds 

[Jun 2012] 

Captured in Winter winds 

Songs of Spring are practicing 

The sounds of colors that unfold 
From Natures beating heart of gold 


From the deepest depths of sleep 

When mud turns green and berries creep 
What once turned sad will turn out fine 
Like bitter waters turned to wine 


When saddened hearts begin to mold 
Frozen by Winter's cold 

Spring sends out her passioned pleas 
To all the flowers and the weeds 
That spring to life up to our knees 


As we journey on life's paths 
In search of wine and gold 
We often fall upon our knees 


And bleed away our hearts and souls 


We must remember when we're down 
To pull those weeds from the ground 
So that when the midnight moon 
Turns to Summer's dawn 


Fall will follow with happy festivals 
Ringing out with harvest songs 


Bison 

[Jun 2012] 

Golden Ages lost in caves 

Painted bison and UFOs scribed in stone 
Recording stampedes of rumbling hoofs 
Across cold fires of midnight councils 
That used to fly among the Stars 

Not spread their soot of fallen ashes 
That harden hearts and darken minds 


Corpuscles Encapsulating Radioisotopes 

[May 2012] 

When our bones are laid to rest in the fiery furnace 
Corpuscles encapsulating radioisotopes turn to dust 
From the ashes in the wind our joyful laughter spins 
Collecting on a list of Top Ten all time favorites 


Tuning in the cosmic-freqs on 101 our laughter peaks 


Cast upon mirrored walls dance-steps echo in the halls 
What was lost in the flames reappear those golden dreams 
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Reinvented scarlet screams robed in black and white deception 


For the pure in heart awaits the guillotine’s plunder 


Ode to Ali Glover 

[Apr 2012] 

20259 flipped a switch in his mind 

Sent a signal to Champs-ElysA@es 

To place his heart on the line 

Leaving Ibiza the champ wants to squeeza 
A few days of his life for a child with cancer 
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Knowing his toil could be fixed with an oil 
Extracted from flower grown in Mendo soil 

He felt it quite sad this Cambridge kid 

But kept quite still about chemo-in-a-pill 

Cause the cure was bound up by the pharma quid 


Immoderate Disenchantment 

[Apr 2012] 

Altered-Axis Neo-Age Telos UFO liftoff Fukushima 
Penthouse thermonuclear psychotronic mind-bending fear 
Mountaintop crops copped for mounting alcohol distribution 
Atmospheric DU aerosol substituted for a spliff 

Modified Galactic garden-battlefields dumping raw milk 
Rainbow gathering forest festival splintered in a blink 
Cornmeal sprinkled feathered staff dancing in the light 
Calling forth the next Edenic morning bright 

Kali Yuga smelted from East to West in a Golden Flash 


Stones and Beads 

[Mar 2012] 

May the stones and beads 

That lie upon your breasts 

Fill your breath with 

Fragrance of exciting exhilaration 

To overcome your wildest expectations 
From sweetest strawberries and cherries 
Marinated in chocolate cream 

Melting in your every dream 


Joyfully Live and Joyfully Die 
[Mar 2012] 

Joyfully live and joyfully die 
Let the peace in your heart 
Shine through your eyes 


All of our Love turns into Light 

While all the deception turns into heat 

When the furnace is cooled and the new coins cast 
It's the Truth that we live that is going to last 


Roses and Pinkish-golden Light 
[Mar 2012] 

Even though I'm missing now 
Know that I'm still near 

When I'm gone I'll take with me 
The music you hold dear 


In my heart I will remember 
Every moment we have shared 
When I awake in distant arms 
To them I will declare 


To give me wisdom 

To give me power 

To give me love sublime 

So that when I look out yonder 
Upon my steed I'll clime 


No time or space or energy 
Will keep me from your side 
Listen well my darling sister 
Accept all things in stride 
When you falter to your knees 
Trembling in fear 

I'll be close with thunderbolts 
To blast your pathways clear 


When the fragrance in the air 


Makes you laugh with sweet delight 


When you awaken on the morrow 
From the pinkish-golden night 
Those will be the gifts I bring you 
Roses and pinkish-golden light 


Violent Radiation of our Modern Plight 


[Mar 2012] 


Sanborn / Tales of an Alley Cat / 137 


I will fall asleep tonight remembering our warzone casualties 

And all here at home sharing the horror in the hearts of our disposable soldiers 

Regurgitating rages of insanely destructive eruptions arrested only by their darkened blight 
Racing each other to the grave in the crimson blackened violent radiation of our modern plight 
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SunRay Baby 

[Mar 2012] 

OH my Dearest SunRay Baby 
When you multiply the Light 
Through the prism of your Golden-Flight 
It matters not how far away 
Visions captured are displayed 
For in the twinkles in our minds 
Throughout the passing of all time 
SunRay Baby beams will bind 

All we thought was left behind 


Message to Ali Glover 

[Jan 2012] 

I never conceived reaching those singing silhouettes 
Dancing around the bonfires on the beaches of this angry sea 
Until your board bobbed against my buoy 

Anchored to the axel of this cosmic dream 


Rainbow Raindrops 

[Dec 2011] 

When liberty is lost GOD becomes a dog 

I'd rather be a drop of rain falling on a seed 

A rainbow raindrop splashing delight 
Searching each moment to feel the amazement 
Of being in command and alive 

In these conflicts we escape 

Victorious 


I Wanna Be 

[Nov 2011] 

Pull apart the strings that bind the colors that unwind 

Noble purple pleasure spread upon a throne 

Releasing its dictations spread among the crowd 

The first to read from distant pastures sitting with the cows 

Monk Beautrious could not conceive to sing those words out loud 
Blown up in the terrorist's blast the evidence failed to last 

The inquiry led by men in red with stars upon their breast 

Even they failed to survive the molecular dusting of the dead 
Emerging from the plume of fate the wicked rose with ruling hatred 
Unfolding parchments from long lost Ages secrets written to deceive 
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Preserved on hemp under glass we held those truths to forever last 

As the final ball unwinds spreading the remnants once used to bind 

Now Monk Beautrious has come to know his fallow fields no longer sowed 
Where to hid in covered pits offset from satellites’ penetration 

Fukashima's falling isotopes failing to refract imaginations memory of a rainbow 


Wedding Dance 

[Nov 2011] 

I can't help believing in the middle of the screaming, flash-bangs, mini-nukes, and tear-gas 
With our hearts swollen blue like a shot from the moon of our Mother watching it all pass 
That though She again mourns the end of this dawn when her own gases spun as She birthed 
from the Sun 

Her forests greened her grasshoppers sung her waters spilled over and her continents balanced 
Then it all fell down and started anew 

That as we pack up and board our next plane recalling how sometimes twinkles turn to rain 
When we nourish each other through the joy and pain together in our castles or alone in our 
caves 

When it all falls together in the embrace of a dance we get a small glimpse of the truth in a 
glance 


One Girl] Portia 

[Nov 2011] 

Back when there was one man me 

Riding on the end of a switch 
Disconnected and scatted along the ditch's 
I thought of you 


I couldn't a been older than fifteen 

My world was not a dream I thought I was an alien 
I got whooped to follow expectations 

All I wanted was for you to be free 


Freedom train going to stream into lovelight 

But come December you're moving to Virginia 
Well my sweet Love you've ushered in divinity 
You've placed your golden graces on the blueprint 


Feminine Rays of Compassionate Light 

[Nov 2011] 

We have so long awaited upon this orb of 'Hope' 

Neptune and Laura's waves of Love washing upon these slopes 
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With Elementals celebrating the Golden Age these Goddess' project 
Among the Stars and Angels bright even in our darkest nights 

Feminine Rays of Compassionate Light bore the burden to protect 

That Truth and Justice so long obstructed would someday come to connect 
Our heart-strings tuned upon the harp that leads our souls to sing our parts 


Rosebush Wind 

[Oct 2011] 

Divinely inspired emotional love--- 
Wise, compassionate, loving, and kind--- 
Tranquility erupting with might--- 

In the liquid moonlight--- 

A beautiful fragrance dances with glee--- 


Oh how long I've waited--- 

To listen to the rosebush wind--- 
Carrying your love down from Venus--- 
To the garden I'm standing in--- 


Your breath rushes through the petals--- 
An image of your face I can see--- 
Your voice sounds like music--- 

On the rosebush wind, blowing in--- 
Across the lovelight of the cosmic sea 


M.U.M. 

Medical Use of Marijuana 

[Feb 2011] 

General McCaffrey sits high on his seat 

CIA deals with impunity their drugs, guns, war, and deceit 
Crack cocaine lands in LA 

Noriega lands in jail for not playing the game 

Then his people get spattered across their land 
Stingers for hash stopped Soviet Man 

Mujahedeen still fight the war in Afghanistan 

Mafia moves money and guns 

Distributing drugs to our daughters and sons 
Incarcerated when found to keep unemployment down 
The Stock Market rises 

Incredible craze 

Military down-sizes Corrections increase 

Drug prices controlled by supply and demand 


Quantities move at the whim of the 'MAN' 
A Bush in hand mouthing Ollie North 'POPS 
Is it possible one day the drip will stop 
Running noses frozen icicles 

Federal avalanche 

U.S. Feds control the meds 

People chained for smoking plants 
Locked behind Corrections billions 

Tax and barbed wire 

Big-time Mr. Cop don't bother me 

Read Proposition 215 

I'm in pain and need relief 

Used Pot twice before Vietnam 

Been smoking ever since 

I smoked in '68, I smoked in '88 

I smoke NOW 

Grown ‘hot’ about this issue 

With Proposition 215 we're no longer criminals in AZ CA 
Where heroin and LSD 

Suppress pain increase synapse 

Those who "GASP" imprison us 

US, their human resource 

Judiciary furnace fodder 

We the stacked icicles bleeding screams 
Melted steam for the political machine 
We have voted: SEE; 215 

People Know the TRUTH 

Police "Enforce the Law" 

Serve and Protect 

Yea, right..... 


Tsunami Heart Summer 

[Jul 2010] 

I have to admit I'm lost in the deep 

The wave over threw me left me hanging by my feet 
Take a mega magnet to turn me around 

Spinning too fast for my feet to touch the ground 
My heart is exploding into tiny little pieces 

My mind is racing trying to read the messages 

The wave came ashore when you gazed into my eyes 
Quite unexpected you took me by surprise 

Leaping to my feet I ran to a hill 

Breathing so hard my heart began to spill 
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Regaining my composure I stood back 

Let my toes touch the water kept my feet on track 

I never considered that you'd ever matter 

Moving close to the fox its tail would scatter 
Overtime I reached out left a phrase or a photo 

You in your Cressida me in my Desoto 

Then one night in a crowd filled with laughter 

I moved in you reached out 

We buried our faces in each other’s ears 

Both of our hearts swelled with love filled tears 

Our hearts fit together so absolutely 

We became entangled in the dance of love 

The waters kept rising the light from above 

Poured a prism in the water as we spun about 

Love in the heavens we know you exist 

Cause your love rains down in the clouds and the mist 
When the waters build up and the rivers start to pound 
Our love goes crazy and our hearts unbound 

Protect us from drowning cause that would be a bummer 
In the waters of love this tsunami heart summer 
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Titus’s Letters-to-the-Editor 


The following ‘Letters to the Editor’ provide a glimpse into the heart, soul, and mind of one 
highly passionate hu’man’ walking in our midst as he encounters, contemplates, and wrestles 
with real-world positive and negative experiences during his brief terrestrial sojourn. Revealed 
within are Titus’s moral and ethical stands on human-related issues of great significance to our 
individual and collective freedom, sovereignty, and existence. 

Identifying, contemplating, and expressing personal perspectives and opinions are humanity’s 
primary means of communication. Human individual experience augmented by interpersonal 
communication sculpts the foundation of our intellectual, psychological, and spiritual being. 
Working individually and collectively as a species in identifying and addressing life challenges is 
how evolution happens. We seek to evolve toward a more enlightened species for the good of all. 
May you be inspired, challenged, and motivated by these writings. 


Letters to the Editor of: 
The Ukiah DAILY JOURNAL 
Ukiah, California 


Thank You 

To the Editor: 

Alice Watkins, Mendocino County Veteran’s Service Officer, fought the Veterans 
Administration on my behalf during March 2016, filing a claim with that body, that I was “100 
percent disabled from exposure to Agent Orange while serving in Vietnam resulting in Terminal 
Lymphoma Cancer” making me eligible for 100 percent Service-Connected Disability 
Compensation. The VA accepted the claim as valid, awarding me a compensation increase of 
$1,000 a month. 

The rating decision was made in an unprecedented 30 days. 

Savings Bank of Mendocino County accepted my loan application to purchase an automobile. 
Ken Fowler Auto Center treated me with the utmost respect, sold me a 2008 Toyota 4Runner, 
Luxury Urban Runner, fully loaded with only 34,000 on it in Titanium Metallic. 

I come before the public today with so much respect and gratitude that I feel compelled to share 
with the public the extraordinary compassion and kindness shown to me by persons who have 
recently exceeded my greatest expectations. On the very top of this list is the most honorable 
Alice Watkins, Mendocino County Veteran’s Service Officer, who took it upon herself, without 
me even asking for her assistance; and only requiring my signature and date to file a claim with 
the Veterans Administration for service-connected disability compensation regarding the 
Lymphoma Cancer, presumptive to exposure to Agent Orange that is now slowly and painfully 
killing me. 

Secondly, I am completely overwhelmed and stunned with the Ken Fowler Auto Center Team, 
who treated me to a degree of professionalism and courtesy that could not be exceeded anywhere 
between the coasts of the Atlantic and the Pacific Oceans, with special emphasis directed to 
Jarrod Lince, Assistant Sales Manager, to whom I will be forever grateful. Thirdly, but certainly 
not lastly, taking into consideration the enormous support surrounding me from Mendo friends 
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who daily care for and comfort me, I must draw your attention to Lisa ... Loan Officer at Savings 
Bank of Mendocino County, who just yesterday drove to my house because I was too ill to reach 
Ukiah from Redwood Valley to complete the loan transaction, who treated me like I was her own 
brother! 

Thank-You Mendo. I served in Vietnam as a Top Secret Green Beret, Combat Tracker, who 
fought the VA for service-connected disability compensation my entire adult life; so secret that I 
did not receive the Combat Infantryman’s Badge that was awarded to me in 1969, until 1996, 
because the Department of Defense did not release our ‘records’ until 1995; effectively denying 
our very existence in Vietnam at all. I was so severely ill following my tour of duty that I was 
never able to hold a job for one complete year at any time during that entire period, although I 
did sometimes excel by other means in small ways. 

When our family moved to Mendocino County in 1987, we began to gain headway against the 
“Juggernaut!” 

Perhaps you’ve met. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Apr 6, 2016 


No Service to Veterans 

To the Editor: 

I am writing to express my outrage that Congress is slashing funding for the research and 
treatment of brain injuries sustained by American troops in Iraq and Afghanistan. 

When a Marine in Fallujah barely escapes an RPG attack, or an 1ED explodes near a soldier's 
Humvee, the blast can cause the troop's brain to slam against the inside of his skull. The result is 
Traumatic Brain Injury (TBI) which can cause dizziness, problems with vision, hearing, or 
speech, memory loss, and even severe brain damage. At least 100,000 troops serving in Iraq or 
Afghanistan have been affected by TBI. 

Military experts say that one in ten new veterans, or more than 100,000 people, suffer from TBI. 
But the 2007 Defense Appropriations bill gives TBI research and treatment only $7 million 
dollars'-- half of what it received last year. America's wounded warriors deserve better. 

Veterans' care is not the place to cut corners. The Defense Authorization bills are spending about 
$400 billion of our money. But TBI research requires only an extra $7 million. 

Congress should take immediate action to reinstate funding for this program. If the bill passes as 
it currently stands, we will have failed the thousands of wounded veterans who have sacrificed so 
much and served their country so honorably. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Aug 21, 2006 
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Sheriff has the Power to tell DEA to Go Home 

To the Editor: 

Why are the hands of the Sheriff of Mendocino County bound? The citizens elect the sheriff to 
protect their liberties. The Sheriff is the chief executive officer in the county. Here is an official 
opinion of the Attorney General of the state of Washington: "The office of the Sheriff is one of 
the oldest offices known to the common law jurisprudence. A clear statement of the significance 
of the office of Sheriff within the county, both historically and under present statutes, is found in 
Volume | of Walter H. Anderson’s treatise on Sheriffs, Coroners, and Constables, page 5 as 
follows; “...in the exercise of executive and administrative functions, in conserving the public 
peace, in vindicating the law, and in preserving the rights of the government, he (the Sheriff) 
represents the sovereignty of the state and he has no superior in his county." 

(1) According to the U.S. District Court decision (Case No. 2:96-cv-099-J) which states; 
"Wyoming is a sovereign state and the duly elected Sheriff of a county is the highest law 
enforcement official within a county and has law enforcement powers exceeding that of any 
other state or federal official." In New York v. United States (1992) Supreme Court Justice 
O'Conner said, "It is in this sense that the Tenth Amendment states but a truism that all is 
retained (by the state) which has not been surrendered (to the federal government)." In Pollard v. 
Hagen the Supreme Court stated "No principle is more familiar than this, that whilst a state has 
granted a portion of its sovereign power to the United States, it remains in the enjoyment of all 
the sovereignty which it has not voluntarily parted with...". 

(2) Has Mendocino County parted with its sovereignty and tied the hands of the Sheriff from 
protecting citizens from federal civil rights violations in exchange for state and federal marijuana 
eradication grant money? When a citizen files a complaint with the Sheriff regarding violations 
of liberties encoded in the Constitution, isn't it the Sheriff's obligation to arrest those violators 
who are federal agents as much as he would arrest any other violator of the law? When civil 
rights are violated there is a victim and there is a criminal similar to robbers, murderers, and 
betrayers of our country. What is a citizen to do when illegally threatened with automatic 
weapons in their own homes when they are told the Sheriff will not arrest the criminals? Perhaps 
sometime in the future we will have a Sheriff who worked for Dyncorp in Afghanistan, a Sheriff 
who does not distinguish pot growers from poppy growers because marijuana is scheduled with 
heroin in federal law. Will citizens in Mendocino County be gunned down as terrorists? Perhaps. 
"If a sheriff doesn't want,the feds in his county he has the Constitutional power and right to keep 
them out or ask them to leave or retain them in custody" said Bighorn County Sheriff Dave 
Mattiss at a press conference following the recent U.S. District Court decision (Case No. 2:96- 
cv-099-J) and announced that all federal officials are forbidden to enter his county without his 
prior approval. 

(3) The Sheriff of Mendocino County is not obligated to act as an agent for, and do the work of, 
the federal government unless the citizens and County Board of Supervisors continue to 
relinquish our sovereignty to federal authority. The powers exercised by a sheriff are an 
extension of common law powers which the Tenth Amendment explicitly reserves to the people, 
if they are not granted to the federal government and specifically prohibited to the states. 

The writer would appreciate clarification and correction of any errors of fact or law herein stated 
for the record and the elucidation of the people. 
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(1) Aid & Abet Police and Military Newsletter. Constitutional Issues for Lawmen & Soldiers. 
Special Issue #17. The Sheriff: Protector of our Liberties. Fall 2005. 

(2) www.libertymatters.org 

(3) www.apfn.net/messageboard/04-30-05 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Dec 20, 2005 


Don't Let Them Gobble Us Up 

To the Editor: 

It would make us so happy if our children could live locally and earn a living; say, ina 
cooperative distilling alcohol at "Grapefuels Mendocino" and ride cable cars to the coast! Instead 
they are getting gobbled-up by the same system that threatens to gobble up Ukiah Valley. 
Shelving outside development proposals until the UVAP-EIS is complete quickly settles that 
issue. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Nov 23, 2005 


EVIL WATERS - A Song a Sadness a Sin 
To the Editor: 

In 2005 Katrina hit New Orleans 

The FEDs blew the money 

so the levees wouldn't hold 

The waters rose higher up 

to the rooftops 

People in their attics 

drowning they would die 

Katrina was a level 5 

and though she missed New Orleans 
Someone bombed the levees 

and the people had to flee 

Rescue boats by the mile 

headed for New Orleans 

FEMA said "NO" and turned them away 


The waters kept rising 
Bush kept resisting 

No help would arrive 

till the Feds had their way 


The world kept watching 
people kept drowning 
On the Mississippi 

down in New Orleans 


The National Guard in Iraq 
were fighting 

While their families back home 
were left to die 

Hungry people in the Dome 
with no toilets or lighting 

No help would arrive 

till the Feds had their way 
FEMA held the Red Cross back 
they started crying 

Bush wanted martial law 

but the Governor said "No"! 
Bush called in mercenaries 

so they could run the show 


The waters kept rising 
Bush kept resisting 

No help would arrive 

till the Feds had their way 
The world kept watching 
On the Mississippi 

down in New Orleans 


Four days passed Bush wanted power 


Down in New Orleans 
help would not arrive 
Families of New Orleans 
were broken and turned sour 
Forced from their homes 
the Feds would connive 
We can only hope 

they will be compensated 
After Haliburton 

dozes down their homes 
The waters kept rising 
Bush kept resisting 

No help would arrive 

till the Feds had their way 
The world kept watching 
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people kept drowning 
On the Mississippi 
down in New Orleans. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Oct 23, 2005 


No Longer Free 

To the Editor: 

America is still a free nation, but most Americans are no longer free (it is no accident!). 
Americans used to be free, but they lost their freedom and liberty in the 1920s and 1930s. We the 
People accepted the legal disability of bankruptcy when we became co-signers on the national 
debt (and therefore bankrupt) when we signed our Social Security cards. By doing this, we gave 
up our right to claim the protections under the Bill of Rights. Today, we are a feudalistic society 
with the international elite controlling the government, the property, and the prosperity that once 
belonged to "We, the People of the United States of America." Jeff Otto, see: ‘Strategic 
Withdrawal, The Peaceful Solutions Manual’ [http://sw.jeffotto.com]. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Sep 30, 2004 


Who’s Behind 9-11? 

To the Editor: 

I write this letter about an issue that is extremely difficult to address but impossible to ignore. 
The anomalies of the 911 attack are so numerous, fraught with ambiguity, contradictory to the 
laws of physics and the laws, policies, and practices of the United States that strong suspicions 
have been aroused that the official story of that event is a monumental lie. 

At a public meeting at the Ukiah Civic Center I openly alleged that the 911 attack was 
"orchestrated and choreographed." In the audience was an ACLU representative introducing the 
Bill of Rights Defense Committee (BORDC), following the disastrous Patriot Act. I stood there 
in chamber asking for an investigation of the 911 hoax. I felt and saw an electric shock wrack the 
room with horror and disbelief at my proposal two years ago. Now, Iam convinced beyond a 
doubt that the official story about what happened on 911, and why, is a monumental lie. 
Literature and web sites are awash with analysis that is indisputable that a global fascist state is 
on the brink of full exposure. Iam convinced that 911 is kin to "Operation Northwoods" and that 
the enemy is within the gates. A war of terror was first rained upon America by that enemy and 
that war of deception has engulfed the world. 

Do the research yourself and see the evidence. (Google search: Gerard Holmgren, From the 
Wilderness, for example.) 
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"For already the secret power of wickedness is at work, secret only for the present until the 
Restrainer disappears from the scene. And then he will be revealed, that wicked man whom the 
Lord Jesus will destroy with the breath of his mouth, and annihilate by the radiance of his 
coming. But the coming of that wicked man is the work of Satan. It will be attended by all the 
powerful signs and miracles of the Lie, and all the deception that sinfulness can impose on those 
doomed to destruction. Destroyed they shall be, because they did not open their minds to love of 
the truth, so as to find salvation. Therefore God puts them under a delusion, which works upon 
them to believe the Lie, so that they may all be brought to judgment, all who do not believe the 
truth but make sinfulness their deliberate choice." {2 Thessalonians 2]. 

I think we got some Aaron Burr and Benedict Arnold running around America again. We face 
the emergence of a global fascist state where once again the ends justify the means. 

The common name of one of these groups, going back to the late 1700s, is called the Illuminati. 
It was discovered in 1777 that the express aim of this order was to abolish Christianity and 
overturn all civil government. (See: "Proofs of a Conspiracy," page 60, by John Robinson, A.M., 
1798). The Illuminati were suppressed and eventually outlawed in Germany, France and Great 
Britain. It is suspected and strongly held that they still exist and have reemerged under different 
names. 

"It has long been the goal of the Council on Foreign Relations (CFR), the semisecret Rockefeller 
foreign office in New 

York, gradually to submerge American sovereignty in a World Government. The Trilateral 
Commission is a strategic step in that direction prompted by CFR Chairman David Rockefeller." 
(The Review of the NEWS, March 16, 1977.) 

David Rockefeller suggested and financed the building of the World Trade Center. Zbigniew 
Brzezinski (the first Trilateral Director), tapped a relatively unknown politician from Georgia to 
join the Trilateral Commission. "Raised in 36 

months from obscurity to the presidency, Carter in turn chose members of Rockefeller's 
Trilateral Commission to run his Administration. In addition to the President, the Trilateral 
Commission was represented by the Vice President, Secretary of State, National Security 
Advisor, Secretary of Defense, Secretary of Treasury, and other strategic appointments. 

People, in voting for Ronald Reagan, got Trilateralist George Bush as Vice President, and an 
Administration filled with CFR and Trilateral Commission members. Bush announced the "New 
World Order" at this inauguration. The goal of the Trilateral Commission is to align the free 
world with the advanced communist states to organize a world government. Barry Goldwater 
called the Trilateral Commission . . . "a vehicle for multinational consolidation of commercial 
and banking interests by seizing control of the political government of the United States." 

Can the New World Order be good for Americans? No, not when the federal government 
exceeds its authority under the Constitution by lying to the citizens in order to justify the latest 
unprovoked attack on Iraq, continued slaughter and occupation, even though CFR, TC, and 
Cheney-Bush want regime changed (and the oil). 

Do they also want to subvert and abort the Constitution of the United States and submerge our 
Constitutional Republic into the "New World Order?" Yes! that might be fine if it was done 
voluntarily "By the People." However, when a significant U.S. population group feels that 911 
was an orchestrated trigger; then, we are talking treason! 

Let's dance. 
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Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Jul 16, 2004 


An Age of Darkness 

To the Editor: 

How black must this world become to be dark enough? Can it be in the world today that the 
majority believes that black is white and white is black? The "abomination of desolation" must 
be close at hand. (Matthew 24, Mark 13, 2 Thessalonians 2. Daniel 9, 2 Esdras 6:18-28,1 
Corinthians 15:50) Who is God, Jesus or Lucifer? Who rules this world? 

Jesus will be back with Archangel Michael and Gabriel and Uriel to defeat these forces of anti- 
love and war, soon. When the Dome of the Rock is destroyed (stemming from allegations of 
‘weapons cache' ?) Solomon's Temple will be rebuilt for the new owners. Who will the new 
owners be? 

The first rays of the Golden Age of Aquarius have already dawned (1976); we only wait now for 
the darkness to disappear and Sister, here comes the Son. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
May 24, 2004 


The Blueprint 

To the Editor: 

"I also think we've got enough history to understand that closed orders and secret societies 
whether they be religious or governmental are the groups that have the hardest time reforming 
themselves in the face of failure without outside input." Quote from CIA Chief Weapons 
Inspector Dr. David Kay testifying before U.S. Senate Jan. 28, 2004. 

The blueprint for our current foreign policy was being written back in 1992 by then Defense 
Secretary Dick Cheney. PNAC was established in 1997 with members Dick Cheney, Donald 
Rumsfeld, and Paul Wolfowilz at the helm. Starting from this plan our present war in Iraq 
evolves. 

Do a Google search: Secret Societies; CFR; New World Order; Illuminati; Skull and Bones; 
Masons. 

See: http://www.prisonplanet.com/analysis_louise_010603_pnac.html 

"... it may be the Lord or it may be the devil but you gotta serve somebody." Bob Dylan. 

It is becoming more and more difficult to stay alive and stay free. When I learned about the 
"Sunburn" missile's capability to deliver a 400-megaton nuclear warhead and strike before we 
could launch an effective defense, I began rebuilding our nuclear fallout shelter. I believe the Pen 
is mightier than the Sword. 

Please visit Mendofornia Town Action Group at www.fromthewilderness.com. Under 
Community click "Get Involved," Town Action Groups, United States, California, Mendofornia. 
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Be free. When something fails apply a higher law. To love is fulfillment of the complete law. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Feb 15, 2004 


Why Bother with the Voting? 

To the Editor: 

9/11 equals Pearl Harbor without the WWIL. Everyone surrendered 9/11 except the fictitious 
terrorists and the puppetmasters banking the loot borrowed at taxpayer expense from the looter's 
very own banks. The people have law and love on one hand; on the other lawlessness and every 
kind of hell that can be raised. Out of all of this expect $300 billion increased taxpayer debt by 
2007; the heavy hand of secret societies all answering to the same god. 

For the 2004 presidential election let us forgo the time and expense of using a rigged electronic 
voting system without a paper trail for verification and go straight to being told who will dictate 
the next regime. Maybe they could make Arnold president. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Oct 30, 2003 


Plenty of Evidence 

To the Editor: 

Lance Corporal Bushby, come home soon in good health. Visit me in Redwood Valley, rest and 
relax. Come in peace; if that is not possible I will understand. Let us then hope to part in peace 
however long that may take to accomplish. Welcome home! 

You ask me, "who truly profits from war and where do I find the statistics on the various types of 
booty that have been 

scored by the tyrants of the world?” That question is better answered by others. For example: ask 
the Sioux Nations "who profited from the gold in the "Black Hills'?" (Maybe Leonard Pelltier has 
answers you seek!) Or, more broadly ask the opium-addicted 18th and 19th century Chinese 
population, "who profited?" Ask remnants of the American Confederacy, "who profited?" Do a 
Google search for "European Imperialism Western Hemisphere." Visit the Coliseum in Rome 
and witness what the booty from plundering Jerusalem produced! 

SEE: Genghis Khan and Kublai Khan, Alexander the Great, Napoleon, and Stalin. 

SEE: Knights Templar, Illuminati, Federal Reserve, New World Order. 

The New World Order is the present recipient of the wealth being extracted from global war 
efforts, especially profits from oil and gas pipelines being built from Iran across Afghanistan to 
China, India and the Arabian Sea. 

Above all see: www.copvcia.com and www.lovearth.net. 

Also, Iam wondering "where is Osama?" The last time I heard he was holed-up in a deserted 
Soviet underground base, well stocked with the lights still on, protected from direct nuclear 
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attack in the most strategic place in all of Central Asia, at Khurastan, Hindu Kush Mountains, 
Afghanistan. He himself identifies this place on the signature line of his "the Ladanese Epistle: 
Declaration of War . . ." published in Al Quds A Arabi newspaper, London, 1996. 

Finally, you will find the (in your words) "statistics on the various booty that have been scored 
by the tyrants of this world" across every continent in the forms of poverty and wealth, health 
and disease, castles and homelessness, gluttony and hunger, hopelessness and rapacious 
lawlessness. 

P.S. - These days require that I must consider that you are not Lance Corporal Bushby at all; but 
rather possibly a Colonel at Ft. Huachuca, or an analyst within Sandia National Laboratories or a 
New York psychologist. So many people are not 

who they say they are these days. I hope you are not really in Afghanistan. If you are remember 
"To love is fulfillment of the complete law." 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Aug 17, 2003 


Watch Out, Veterans 

To the Editor: 

Now, we are engaged in a dishonorable and dishonest war. Iraq will send us ill and injured, dead 
and diseased sons and daughters, husbands and wives, brothers and sisters, mothers and fathers. 
Our troops will obey orders; in return for their honorable service, their country will ignore and 
deny their wounds, throw them into the streets and forget they live. 

Those who profit from the war will cheer. Their hearts will not bleed for the suffering families. 
Veterans who plead for medical care and service-connected disability compensation will be 
deceived and denied mandated benefits. 

Sound untrue to you? Impossible you say! Decades and multiple wars prove me right. 

Ask any veteran you know. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Jul 31, 2003 


Fuel and Food 

To the Editor: 

I made quite an amazing discovery. Sun chokes (Jerusalem Artichokes) are a university and U.S. 
government proven alternative fuel source. Distillation of butanol does not require ATF 
licensing; 40 to 50 tons of sun chokes are grown per acre producing 1200 gallons of fuel. These 
agricultural properties we have in America could produce fuels to charge electric vehicles and 
heat homes. This would become an effective tool in fighting terrorism. Maybe we could get local 
breweries and distillers together with Zap and ebikes and set up a filling station at Masonite 
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together with a skate park and a public market. Then, a bad wine season could become a great 
butanol year. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Feb 13, 2002 


Found a Great Source of Food 

To the Editor: 

I think I've stumbled upon the golden sisters. 

My problem began when a local gave me some Jerusalem artichokes to plant and eat. Now I 
have tons of mounds of soil saturated with tiny bulb-lets to treasure troves by the bowl. But, 
what to plant with it? 

The year-round artichoke beds can be covered with beet and chard. Together they provided food 
continuously. Jerusalem artichokes uniquely offer insulin. It is indigenous from Southern Canada 
to Louisiana; the great North American potato. 

The South American potato saved parts of Europe from famine in the 1500s. 

Pizarro didn't just find gold. He found a way to feed the hungry in his wake of plunder. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Feb 6, 2002 


Bible Lesson 

To the Editor: 

I believe careful study of Genesis 14:18, Psalms 110:4 and Hebrews 5, 6 and 7 opens a door to 
exceedingly great wealth for people of all faiths and people who have no faith. 

The story tells about Melchizedek, King of Salem (Jerusalem). He has no father, no mother, no 
lineage; his years have no beginning, his life no end. He is like to Son of God; he remains a 
priest for all time. Abraham traveled from his home in Ur (Baghdad) to Salem (peace). 
Melchizedek taught Abraham the truth about love, wisdom, and power. Knock and the door shall 
be opened. See: tsl.org. The Urantia Book. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Dec 13, 2001 


Reflection - Sept 11 Terrorist Attack 

To the Editor: 

Prophets are led by Archangels and other divine orders to lead people to God. Some people 
follow the prophets, some people follow God. We find those seeking the ways of man and those 
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seeking the ways of God surrounding us at home and around the world in every religion and 
race. Love your God with all your heart, all your soul and all your mind; and love each other the 
same. All in the all - all in the All. Allah is God, One Spirit, Love, Light, here, in the everlasting 
how. Be joyful as well as grievous when unable to find Peace. 

Find Victory instead. All is well. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Sep 25, 2001 


Jury Decision Wrong 

To the Editor: 

Draw upon California Supreme Court decision on jury nullification a big black and red X in light 
of the historical facts provided by Fully Informed Jury Association (FIJA.com), 1-800-Tel-Jury: 
That, First U.S. Supreme Court Chief Justice, John Jay, writing in Georgia v. Brailsford, 1794, 
concluded: "The jury has the right to judge both the law as well as the fact in controversy." 

That; John Adams said in 1771 "It is not only ... (the juror's) right, but his duty ... to find the 
verdict according to his own best understanding, judgment and conscience, though in direct 
opposition to the direction of the court." 

That; President Thomas Jefferson in 1789 told Thomas Paine: "I consider trial by jury as the only 
anchor yet devised by man, by which a government can be held to the principles of its 
constitution.” 

That; Noah Webster, who wrote his original 1828 dictionary in order to preserve the integrity of 
the language of the Constitution, defined "petty jury" as "... Consisting usually of 12 men (who) 
... attended courts to decide both the law and the fact in criminal prosecutions." 

That; the Yale Law Review held in 1964 that "The right of the jury to decide questions of law 
was widely recognized in the colonies. In 1771, John Adams stated unequivocally that a juror 
should ignore a judge's instruction on the law if it violates fundamental principles: There is much 
evidence of the general acceptance of this principle in the period immediately after the 
Constitution was adopted." 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Jun 25, 2001 


Free Enterprise of the New Millennium 

To the Editor: 

Michael C. Ruppert at copvcia.com writes under the title, "All Hell Breaks Loose," the following 
opening paragraph: "May 31, 2001 - These are nightmares come true. Citibank buys Banamex - 
Mexico's second largest bank for $12.5 Billion - and Asa Hutchinson is appointed head of the 
Drug Enforcement Administration." 


Sanborn / Tales of an Alley Cat / 155 


The level of criminality in the U.S. financial and political systems has reached a threshold where 
it can no longer be spun into something which John Q. Public can ignore and where U.S. Drug 
Enforcement efforts are now revealed to be nothing more than a reaction to the imperative of 
"managing" the drug trade so as not to lose control of the trillions of dollars at stake. Crime has 
become overtly the largest free enterprise in the world. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Jun 21, 2001 


Alternatives Are There 
To the Editor: 
Rolling blackmailers can't take our solar, wind, or hydrogen power. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Jun 13, 2001 


A Child's View 

To the Editor: 

I wanted a tail to swing through the trees, eating bananas and drinking at the stream. My three- 
year-old imagination wandered away from the judge screaming at my dad, mom and sister 
Molly, Bob and me. "The Court finds you unfit to be parents. Your children will remain in 
permanent foster care!" 

I swang through the trees as my infant sister crawled out the door to the hall. We both remember 
that day. 

"Good golly Molly, they're doing it still, pulling out roots and expecting fruit." 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
May 23, 2001 


Suggestion 

To the Editor: 

An old Indian legend: 

One day last summer when I was on my knees manually breaking through a large stand of poison 
oak, a broken bunch snapped my right cheek. A large spot turned black and my lips went numb. I 
swiftly recovered by digging up a soap root, tearing it down to the onion-like inner layers. I held 
three layers of soap root on the wound for ten minutes, three times a day. The following day I 
had completely recovered with no trace whatsoever of poison oak. 
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Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Apr 24, 2001 


Poems' Worth? 
To the Editor: 
Napster, I write. You will find me at poetry.com. Is a poem worth as much as a song? 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Mar 11, 2001 


Some Marijuana History 

To the Editor: 

The only similarities between tobacco and marijuana is they both burn, and taxes. Tobacco may 
be gifted; gifted marijuana will land several or more people in prison for up to 20 years in some 
places. A room full of tobacco smoke will make you sick; full of marijuana, a feeling of well 
being. 

The prohibition of alcohol in the 1920s was the gateway for substantial commercial trade in 
marijuana for recreational use. By the 1930s there were said to be 500 tea pads for smoking 
marijuana in New York City alone. Today, the alcohol industry spends more lobby dollars than 
anyone other than the Department of Corrections to keep marijuana illegal. 

Between 1850 and 1937, marijuana was quite widely used in American medical practice for a 
wide range of conditions. The United States Pharmacopoeia admitted marijuana as a 
‘Recognized Medicine’ in 1850 under the name Extractum Cannabis and listed it until 1942. The 
National Formulary and the United States Dispensatory also included marijuana and 

cited recommendations for its use for numerous illnesses to include neuralgia, gout, rheumatism, 
tetanus, epidemic cholera, convulsions, hysteria, mental depression, insanity, and uterine 
hemorrhage. 

In 1937 the Treasury Department sent to Congress the draft of a bill that became the Marijuana 
Tax Act of 1937. This bill on its face did not actually ban marijuana. It fully recognized the 
medicinal usefulness of the substance, specifying that physicians, dentists, veterinarians, and 
others could continue to prescribe cannabis if they paid a license fee of $1 per year, that 
druggists who dispensed marijuaha pay $15, growers pay $25, importers, manufacturers 

and compounders should pay a fee of $50 a year. Only the non-medicinal, untaxed possession or 
sale of marijuana was outlawed. Only 38 American physicians paid their tax under the Marijuana 
Tax Act of 1937, in 1970. 

On January 1, 1932 the newly established Federal Bureau of Narcotics, a unit in the Treasury 
Department, took over from the alcohol unit the enforcement of the federal antiopiate and 
anticocaine laws; and former Assistant 

Prohibition Commissioner Anslinger had no legal jurisdiction over marijuana, but his interest in 
it was intense. The Bureau's first annual report under his aegis warned that marijuana, dismissed 
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as a minor problem by the Treasury one year earlier, had now "come into wide and increasing 
abuse in many states, and the Bureau of Narcotics has therefore been 

endeavoring to impress on the various states the urgent need for vigorous enforcement of the 
local cannabis laws." 

California, Arizona, New Mexico and Texas are the 'many states’ across which our southern 
neighbors pass as illegal immigrants even to this day. Antimarijuana legislation has 'slowed the 
tide!’ 

In other related news, ATF of the Treasury Department planned, equipped, and executed Waco. 
During his first year as commissioner of narcotics, Anslinger secured from the National 
Conference of Commissioners on Uniform Drug Laws the draft of a "Uniform Antinarcotics 
Act," designed for adoption by state legislatures. The conference failed to include a ban on 
marijuana; but it did supply to the states an "optional text applying to the 

restriction of traffic in Indian hemp." Anslinger urged on the states the adoption of this "optional 
text" as well as the basic act; and state after state complied. 

Today, the people in California, Arizona, and New Mexico are slowly reversing often unusual 
and cruel penalties for marijuana offenses through ballot initiatives. The people can protect 
themselves by drafting legislation in good old Roberts Rules, colonial style town meetings. How 
about you? 

Redwood Valley; remember, 'the revolution is not over. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Nov 30, 2000 


Marijuana Should Be Reclassified 

To the Editor: 

It is my opinion that hard drugs lead to marijuana. Hard times led to marijuana too; so do the 
good times. 

Most people drink or smoke something. I've smoked for 30 years. So far, it's all been great. 
Proposition 215 helps me. I buy at the Ukiah Compassion Club and grow at home. I'm very 
thankful to the people of California. I applied for a sheriff's card because I know I can trust the 
sheriff and D.A. to protect my rights. These are two of the bravest men in America considering 
the "war on drugs." 

The "war on drugs" is commendable in many ways. It is imperative however, that the federal 
government accept responsibility for their complicity in creating the drug problems. If the federal 
government mandated the medical use of marijuana based on the Mendocino County model, a 
large number of Americans would be affected for the better of society. 

The Vietnam Veterans of America reported in "The Veteran" in 1996, that $10,000 was 
appropriated by Congress to study the number of veterans afflicted by Post Traumatic Stress 
Disorder (PTSD). Congress found 830,000 veterans disabled at 30 to 100 percent. Several 
hundred thousand are 100 percent disabled. They are unable to obtain or retain employment. The 
Veterans Administration has granted service-connected disability compensation to only 53,000 
of these veterans. 777,000 disabled combat veterans and their dependents are denied their rights 
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and property under United States Code Title 38, Veterans Benefits. These denials are often 
accomplished without due process of law, "arbitrary and capricious decisions" without 
application of the law or decisions of the United States Court of Appeals for veteran claimants. 
Most disabled veteran claimants generally do not have the resources, expertise, or patience to 
effectively use the process that is in place. Thousands, if not hundreds of thousands, of these 
combat veterans have even .been denied "combat status" and standard V.A. forms. Without 
recognition for combat duty, the benefits under USC 38, 8 Chapter 11 "war time duty" do not 
apply. So where does the PTSD come from, according to VA decisions, "a low social and 
economic background." That of course cannot be denied. I have settled with the V.A. at $7,000 a 
year for 30 years of disability from combat duty in Vietnam as a point man and tracker. 

The federal government will never service-connect the majority of the Vietnam combat veterans. 
They've had to survive alone in America. The largest population of this group lives in Northern 
California. 

The VA granted me total and permanent service-connected disability compensation for PTSD in 
1995. The Combat Infantryman Badge was issued to me in 1996. It was awarded to me by 
official Army orders Nov. 11, 1969. 

I vow to never stop fighting the Vietnam War. The battle is now being fought for 777,000 
abandoned Vietnam combat veterans. I'll have my victory when the federal government 
reclassifies marijuana from dangerous to medical. This would cost the American people $0 (zero 
dollars). 

In November, write on your ballot "Federal Medical Marijuana." Spread the word to vote across 
America for all of us who need to be free to use marijuana medically. 

Thank you America for your vote. We are self-governed. Vote to win the "war on drugs." Vote 
to service-connect our Vietnam combat veterans. 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Jun 11, 2000 


For a Friend 

To the Editor: 

Not I, but Mother Muse authored this poem. It was dedicated to a community health practitioner, 
Paul Otto PhD., in psychology, from Ukiah. The poem emphasizes the power available to all 
mankind to overcome challenges we all face irregardless of ethnic, religious, or circumstantial 
differences; to overcome even that final fear, world destruction and death. 

An Ode to Paul Otto 

Oh darkness how you hide the day 

daylight that hides the stars 

ponder the cold nightside 

that follows Helio's heat 

When evening springs the dew 

the undines wash the wilting leaf 

Which is deeper to the wondering mind 
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depths of the Milky Way or 

the distance to a neutron 

How deep is the night eclipsed by 

three sons casting light 

Is darkness lost or only out of reach 
What is real places touched or planes unseen 
when the promise comes out of this 

age of lawlessness 

that death the fruit of disobedience 
swallowed up 

That moment comes when mankind 
relieved of the beast inside immortalizes 
Through grace and mercy and holy decree 
a moment in the twinkling of an eye 
when celestial cities on earth again abide 
with lapis walls and pearly gates 
Mankind no longer strives 

whence is gone the chilly dawn 
noontime heat and flooding 

No struggles face the children of delight 
bathing in the radiance of golden streets 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
Sep 21, 1999 


More on the Flag 

{Editor's note: The following letter was sent from Titus to 19 U.S. Senators. } 

To the Editor: 

I am enclosing a copy of a letter I would like to share with you and your readers. 

"Dear Senator, 

Thank you for your great devotion to the wellbeing of the American people and their 
government. Perhaps you could address the issues I am presenting with a written response, 
please? 

I am totally and permanently disabled by Post Traumatic Stress Disorder from combat service in 
Vietnam while serving with MACV-SOG assigned to 557th Infantry Platoon, Combat Tracker 
Team, HHC, IBde., 101st Airborne Division, 1969-70. 

I am seeking clarification of the use of military gold fringe on the American flag. The placing of 
fringe on the American flag falls within the discretion of the president as Commander in Chief of 
the Army and Navy (see The Code of Federal Regulations at 24 C.F.R. 6865,4 U.S.C. Chapter 1 
sec., 1, 2, and 3, and Executive Order 10834). 

The use of such a fringe is prescribed in current Army Regulation, No. 260-10 (see 34 Ops. Atty 
Gen. 483 and 485). According to United States Army Regulations of October 1, 1979, "the flag 
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is trimmed on three sides with a fringed gold two-and-a-half inches wide, and that, such flags are 
flown indoors, only in military courtrooms," and further, "the Gold Fringe Flag is not to be 
carried by anyone except units of the United States Army division associations" (see AR 840- 
10). 

This Gold Fringe Flag flies in all of the courts of the Federal, State, County, and City 
governments of the United States of America. This flag signifies that the courts are under 
military law and hold summary court martial proceedings against civilians. The law of these 
courts are military, not Constitutional. See the front page of the May 7, 1996 Kent, Washington, 
Valley Daily News where a defendant being held in a traffic court in Wenatchee, heard the 
following admission from Judge Carol Wardell, to wit: that she "would protect his rights under 
the War Powers Act of 1933, but would not change the flag in the courtroom. The Senate Joint 
Resolution 14, the Flag Protection Amendment would protect the flag from physical destruction. 
House Joint Resolution 33 would amend the Constitution to allow Congress to pass laws 
prohibiting physical desecration of the American flag. 

I perceive the American flag is presently desecrated by military gold fringe. Perhaps Congress 
should consider passing an amendment to the Constitution to protect the people from the military 
gold fringed American flag.” 


Ray "Titus" Sanborn 
Redwood Valley, CA 
May 26, 1999 
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Miscellaneous Other Writings 


“Will they make it illegal to be honest with ourselves?” (Titus Sanborn) 


Standing 

[Dec 2010] 

This is a tale beginning when we were all kids of only 10 

In 1959 our future seemed a world of dreams we could believe in 
We were reared on guitars, drums, trumpets, cartoons & TV Muppets 
Hybrids’ crossed between Elvis marionettes and string puppets 


I was a farm kid playing in a barnyard tree when the chores were done and I was free 
I didn't have a guitar but I could sing imagining my fans was listening 

Pretending nearby telephone lines had the world on their feet cheering 

That ecstasy turned into poetry I hoped someday to perform on stage 


Now after decades of dropping out dropping acid burning rubber and county jails 

We're still clinging to dreams we can believe in at BurningMan & at Gemini we've set our sails 
Living on earth is a magic thing hanging in space on a magnetic string 

Here in Mendo on the edge of consciousness awaiting our eruption into an island 

Surrounded by uncertainty devoted to throwing off the chains of slavery 

We find ourselves standing in the power of our love hopes and dreams 


Tiny Bubbles 

[Feb 2014] 

So Silas, you're that dreamy bubble that didn't wash away. Is it possible to believe your arrival 
was inevitable; when that spark exploded at the dawn of your sunrise; beaming through the 
windshield of your destiny? 


Did you sit in council before your departure negotiating the experiences you could face, 
accelerating the repulsion of obstacles responsible for creating useless silhouettes; dancing 
around pretending to be powerful? 


Do not feel harmed when you realize the sacrifices you must make during your short stay on this 
evolutionary planet. You bear great gifts, at least one or two; or even a treasure-house full, stored 
away for this journey. Treasures saved from meditation and dancing in Emerald Temples 
showered with Sapphire and Violet Rays. 


Patiently await the departure date when all You tiny bubbles return to awaken back on delightful 
village streets paved in golden transparency; projecting the creation of our Dreams. 
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Powerful Peace 

[Jan 2014] 

There are cities by the seas whose arches reached the sky from shore to mountainside across the 
globe, who's sculptured walls covered in mystery have crumbled to the ground. Scattered around, 
the tattered and hungry live for nothing more than dreams, except to love the few whose hearts 
they touch, waiting for decades to drop into dust that piles up into memories. 


Awakened by delightful fragrances wafting in golden-pinkish light, the arrival into peaceful rest 
will last until a gentleness has overcome the iron heart that barely beats from nuclear/chemical 
breath coughing in consciousness drizzling in confusion from death on a plane that lost its wings 
in flight through worlds of deception and delusion. 


Picking their way through crumbled heaps that wash into the waves, the hungry useless eaters 
process on pages lists of commodities invested into carnage that sweeps across the quiet villages 
scattered over buried treasure needed by the greed that feeds the worshiped bulls and owls that 
rise in stone and gold pretending they have the power to show the way to peace. 


DU [Depleted Uranium] 

[Jul 2012] 

Some say we'll be around to clean-up this mess some day. A few may stay, scattered about like 
seeds germinating across the face of all Universal evolutionary planets set free when we find rest 
in our gardens following the emergence of a new Geologic Age: the 5th World. There's a very 
large slice of our Universe that must be composted before mountain snows once again melt into 
peaceful, bubbling springs. 


Love’s Bouquet 

[Jun 2012] 

Winter whittles away the fallen decay that surrendered forgotten fragrances lost in the fury of 
those calmed tempests that turned into bubbling springs orchestrating the crescendo of bursting 
buds. So also comes the creeping dawn suspended for far too long behind screeching wails of 
barbed wire and bullet holes crushing hopeful hearts wishing for nothing more than to reach the 
roots that have woven the wings of LOVE's bouquet. 


Schemagram 

[Mar2013] 

Interactive intertwined 
Points of Being curving lines 
Contact points magnify 
Running circuits multiplied 


Pull a plug short a wire 


Dangling impulse loss of fire 
Switching to experience 
Memory switching sequence 


Happiness flowing wild 
Generating unseen smiles 
Reflecting through unknown miles 
Automatic driven dials 


Now we know we're not alone 

Attractions pulling far from home 
Repelled from falling like a stone 
From biolight our flight is bourne 
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Eulogy 


... following is an email message sent to ‘Friends of Ray Titus Sanborn’ from Titus’s brother 
(Robert) after Titus’s Life-Celebration/Memorial gathering in Redwood Valley, CA (June 2016). 


Dear Friends. On behalf of the Sanborn family, and with the most sincere respect, admiration, 
and humility, I want to thank each and every one of you, family members, friends, and 
acquaintances of my dear Brother Titus. To you, his wonderful friends, he is known as Titus; to 
me, his brother, he is Ray. Each of us has truly suffered a great loss. As many of you know, I did 
not speak at my brother’s memorial celebration in Redwood Valley. I was not only emotionally 
overwhelmed by the situation, but actually found myself speechless in the presence of you, his 
dear friends, that were able to attend. I was especially overwhelmed by the heartfelt words 
spoken by family and friends and desired not to take opportunity away from others who wished 
to speak, therefore I remained silent. In any case however, I could not have expressed emotion or 
spoken nearly as well as each of you did. There was nothing that I could have told you about my 
brother that you did not already know. You did Titus a great honor and I am so appreciative and 
proud of every one of you. Your verbal and non-verbal expression of love, respect, and kindness 
for Titus left me and my wife Julie in awe. 

Also, thank you to all Titus’ dear friends who were not able to attend the memorial celebration. 
Your projection of love was sensed by all. Thank you for being his friend. A special thank-you to 
all those who went over-and-above in caring for, being with, and generously and wholeheartedly 
serving my brother over the years and in his final months, weeks, days, and hours. Your 
beneficent and self-sacrificing gift kept him alive and will surely bring you great reward in many 
areas of your life. 

We are all in awe by the gentle spirit, generosity, compassion, knowledge, and wisdom which 
Titus possessed and expressed in his life. But there is one aspect of his life that I would like to 
emphasize and share with you, and I am certain that my brother would wholeheartedly agree. 
And that is, it was you, his dear friends, family, and acquaintances that actually made him what 
he became. Combined with his unique life circumstances, personality, and character, each one of 
you in your own special way helped him become who he was. Who he became was a reflection 
and expression of each person he has ever known and loved. Without each one of you, Titus 
would not have been the same. Just as he helped us become who we are today, each of us helped 
him become the man we all knew and loved. Giving much more than we receive (take) in life is 
the natural way and key to happiness and fulfillment. As Titus provided the example, please 
proudly and faithfully carry the torch passed on to you and likewise pass it on to others during 
your lifetime. 

With sincere respect and thankfulness, 

Robert D Sanborn 


